
( Fm not who I am.’ 


Maggie’s tone was insistent. ‘Why don’t you believe 
me?’ 

‘Are you sure you know what you’re saying?’ Logan 
asked. 

‘Yes. Three months ago, I was riding along with my 
client, wishing that I had that kind of money, that 
kind ofiife — ’ 

‘Wait a minute. Didn’t I read that Madeline Van 
Waltonscot had been in a serious car accident that had 
killed her passenger?’ 

‘I’m sure you did, because it’s true. Sort of...’ Maggie 
saw Logan frown. Before he could say anything, she 
continued. ‘Technically, both the passenger — Maggie 
Morgan — and the heiress died. But Madeline Van 
Wal lonscoVs body was revived. And after two months 
in a coma, 1 woke up...and that body was mine!’ 
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Prologue 


Well, if this wasn’t the weirdest thing. 

Maggie Morgan didn’t know where she was. 

Or how she’d gotten there. 

Or why she felt so strange. 

Light-headed. Dizzy. 

And tired. She was really tired. More tired than 
she’d ever been in her life. Even moving her head took 
so great an effort she could only do it slowly, as if she 
were held down by a great weight, only the weight was 
all around her 

Sleep. J must need sleep. J must be exhausted. 

Or maybe she already was asleep. 

Maybe that’s why everything was so dark. 

But she didn’t feel as if she were sleeping: she felt 
wide awake. And she was standing up. Sort of. Actu- 
ally, she seemed to be floating. 

Floating? 

How could she lie awake and floating and feeling 
weighted all at the same time? It must be a dream. 

A dream about a tunnel, that was it. She had the 
sense that she was in a tunnel. A dark tunnel. And 
there, at the other end, was a tight. 

The light at the end of the tunnel. 
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Oh, good. She was dreaming in cliches. What was 
next? Would she be in a cloud’s silver lining? Or putt- 
ing the cart before the horse? Or out of her league? 

Nope, she was already out of her league because she 
suddenly realized that right beside her was Madeline 
Van Waltonscot, the heiress for whom she was work- 


ing. 

Now that was weird. 

Sharing the daytime with the heiress was bad 
enough, sharing a dream made Maggie a glutton for 
punishment. 

Except that then she remembered something that 
made her sure she wasn’t having a dream. 

They’d been in Madeline Van Waltonscot’s car. 
Miss Van Waltonscot had been driving. Much, much 
too fast. And Maggie had been thinking about how 
afraid she was, about the possibility that the heiress 
was scaring her just for kicks. 

Maggie had been thinking that if she were in Made- 
line Van Walionscot’s shoes, she wouldn’t need such 
cheap thrills Would that she were in Madeline Van 
Waltonscot’s shoes 1 

So where was the car? They might be in a long, dark 
tunnel, hut they weren’t driving through it in the heir- 
ess’s fancy sports car. 

Maggie tried to ask, to call out her client’s name. 
But she couldn’t make a sound. 

Vet she d somehow gotten the other woman’s at- 
tention because the heiress looked at her, turning her 

tlmvnvva d° W m °^° n and ra * s * n S her atm to point 

Maggie followed the direction and saw that vvher- 

UCIC ’ lhcy had a bird ’ s ^yc view into a hos- 
pital emergency room, overlooking two tables. And 
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two teams of doctors and nurses gathered around each 
of them, their frantic ministrations obscuring the pa- 
tients they attended. 

Strange, Maggie thought in a removed sort of way, 
much more interested in what was going on up here 
than down there. 

She heard one of the doctors say, “This one’s gone. 
There’s no more we can do,” and watched as that 
group began to disperse. But before they did, a nurse 
pulled a sheet completely over whoever was on that 
table. 

Maybe she and her client had gone to the movies, 
Maggie thought, because the drama that was playing 
below them seemed more like cinema than anything 
real. 

“We’re losing this one, too!” a woman doctor said 
from the head of the other table. 

Only mildly interested, Maggie watched as that team 
stepped back and the doctor held some sort of pad- 
dles to the chest of the patient. 

Madeline Van Waltonscot! That patient was Made- 
line Van Waltonscot! 

But how could that be? The heiress was right there 
next to her. Again Maggie tried to speak, to ask what 
was going on, but still no words would come. 

Then suddenly the light at the other end of the tun- 
nel got so bright that she stopped being curious about 
anything. Instead she felt compelled to turn away from 
the scene below, to face the light no matter how much 
effort it took. 

And it did take some effort. A lot of it. 

But once she’d managed it, she was drawn toward 

*!■>/* linht nrw-1 nwrmtS rnminn from it. ^ 
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the incredible sense of love and acceptance. To the 
most wonderful feeling ... 

Madeline Van Waltonscot was up ahead now, mov- 
ing in the direction of the light, floating there with 
none of the difficulty Maggie was having. 

Maggie just couldn’t seem to budge. Not at all. Not 
even in that slow, thick way she had before. 

Hey! Cut me loose here! I want to go, too! she tried 
to call out. 

But again no sound came, and this time her client 
didn’t even acknowledge her attempt. She just went on 
without Maggie, reaching the light and disappearing 
into it in a blinding flash that made the light swell out 
to touch Maggie with a serenity more complete than 
she’d ever known. 

And then it was gone. 

And she was alone in the darkness. 

Terrific. Leave it to me to miss the boat. Or the last 
bus out of here. Now what? 

As if in answer to her thought, she felt a tug that 
brought her around in the direction she’d been be- 
fore, and once more she was looking into the hospital 
emergency room. 

The woman doctor was again applying those pad- 
dles to the patient. “Stand clear!” she shouted. 

Everyone did. But when the jolt lifted Madeline Van 
Waltonscot’s body off the table, Maggie felt it. 

Did those things ricochet? 

“Once more,” she.heard the doctor say. 

You’re too late, Maggie tried to tell them. 

But another shock rocked Madeline Van Walton- 
scot’s body, and Maggie’s, too. 

Then the air around her became compressed and 
started to suck her down into the emergency room. 
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No, wait! Somebody’s making a mistake! A huge 
mistake! Pay attention! This can’t be right! You Vc got 
the wrong girl . . . . 

Though she tried clumsily to resist, she was pulled 
down through the darkness. Down into the hospital’s 
ugly electric light. Down into the noise and commo- 
tion. Down into the body the doctor was working so 
hard to save. 

And all she could think was, Oh boy, somebody 
fouled up big time. 

Then she heard herself groan in a voice that didn’t 
belong to her. 



Chapter One 


Strummel Investigations. 

She looked from the business card in her hand to the 
sign in front of the two-story red-brick house with its 
steep roof and big front porch, then back to the card. 

This was the place, all right. Although a quaint old 
home with a carriage house out back and huge elm 
and oak trees surrounding it didn’t seem a likely site 
for a private investigator’s office. 

But then she knew better than anyone that appear- 
ances could be deceiving. 

She walked up to the front door, which was open to 
let in the crisp autumn air through the screen. The 
cozy furniture in the living room and the lovely dea- 
con’s bench beside the stairs told her that this place 
was someone’s home as well as office. So rather than 
going in, she rang the doorbell. 

“Just a second,” a deep male voice called from 
what sounded like the kitchen, and she felt slightly 
better just hearing it. Surely the owner of a voice like 
that could handle anything. 

But could he believe anything? 

When he appeared from down the hall, the thought 
that flickered through her mind at that first sight of 


1 
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him was that he would definitely be able to handle 
anything. 

The man was big— a full six feet three inches if her 
guess was right. He had a solid, muscular build, most 
evident in the shoulders that were so broad they 
seemed to fill the whole width of the hallway. Or at 
least they were wide enough to block her view. 

So she raised her gaze from there to his face. 

And what she found at that higher elevation took 
her breath away. 

He was drop-dead gorgeous. 

His hair was the dark brown color of unsweetened 
chocolate. His face was all sharp planes carved at just 
the right angles to leave hollowed checks and a razor- 
edged jaw. 

His nose was slightly long but so streamlined it 
looked as if a classical Greek master had fashioned it, 
along with his mouth, with its slightly full bottom lip 
and comers that curled up even now when his expres- 
sion was sober, curious and businesslike. It was very 
sexy. And the eyes that took her in from beneath the 
square forehead were a smoldering heather gray. 

This guy shouldn’t be a real-life private investiga- 
tor, she thought, he should be one on television or in 
the movies. 

As he neared the door, she remembered why she was 
there— and it wasn’t to gawk at the man. “I need to 
speak to an investigator, if I could,” she said politely. 
•Tin—” 

“I know who you arc. You’re Madeline Van Wal- 
tonscot,” he said, tersely cutting her off. When she 
looked at him again, she found that his male-model 
features had suddenly hardened into a very sterr * ' 
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She followed his lead, taking a gander at the most 
terrific rear end she’d ever seen. 

That’s what you get for not letting the lady go first, 
she thought, unabashedly enjoying the view of that 
khaki-clad backside. 

He went into what was obviously the office of 
S trammel Investigations — a large open room com- 
plete with three desks, a computer, several filing cab- 
inets and only a single fern hanging in the comer to 
case the starkness of the work environment. 

He sat behind one of the desks and motioned her to 
the chair in front of it. 

“Are you Mr. Strummcl?” she ventured as she 
perched on the edge of the seat, raising the card she 
still held in her hand as a reference. 

“I’m one of them. Logan.” 

“Should I call you Mr. Strummcl or—” 

“Just Logan will be fine. We aren’t formal around 
here.” 

But he was very curt. She tried to ignore that, too. 

“What is it you need investigated?” he asked. De- 
manded, actually, and in a challenging tone. 

“It’s very complicated, and before I tell you I have 
to know that it’ll be held in the strictest confidence,” 
she answered, also trying not to notice the intense 
scrutiny of those gray eyes. 

“Absolutely,” he assured with a tiny note of an- 
noyance that she even needed to question his discre- 
tion. 

“I also hope you’re an open-minded person,” she 
hedged. “This will be very hard for you to believe. 
Almost impossible, in fact. To tell you the truth. I’m 
having a lot of trouble grasping it myself.” Another of 
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predicament.” The understatement made her laugh 
just a little, but it was mirthless and uncomfortable. 

He didn’t crack a smile to put her more at ease. He 
just went on staring at her without giving any encour- 
agement, like a psychiatrist watching her over long, 
thick fingers pressed together at the tips. 

He wore a cream-colored shirt with the sleeves rolled 
to just below elbows that were braced on the chair 
arms, revealing thick wrists and hands large enough to 
easily palm a basketball. They looked very strong, 
very powerful, very capable. They looked like good 
hands in which to place her problems. 

“Is there a specific reason you don’t . . .like me?” 
she heard herself ask . 

“I don’t really know you except by sight, Ms. Van 
Waltonscot. Not that you’d remember if we had, but 
we’ve never actually been introduced.” 

That confirmed her earlier assumption. And it was 
a relief. Less close encounters meant less to over- 
come. “Please call me Maddie,” she told him con- 
genially. 

"Maddie?” he repeated with disbelief. 

“I’m not who you think I am. Well, of course I 
am — on the outside. But not on the inside.” 

He looked dubious, to say the least. But then what 
else could he be? 

She rushed on. “Have you ever heard the saying, be 
careful what you wish for because you might get it?” 

He only arched another brow at her. 

“Well, it seems that’s what’s happened to me. Three 
months ago I was riding in Madeline Van Walton- 
scot’scar— ” 

“In your car, you mean.” 
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“Three months ago— didn’t I read that you had 
been in a serious car accident that had killed your 
passenger?” 

“I’m sure you did because it’s true. Sort of, any- 
way. What you couldn’t have read, because no one but 
me knows, is that the passenger wasn’t exactly killed. 
Madeline Van Waltonscot was.” 

A frown put twin lines between those agile eye- 
brows of his, but before he could say anything she 
continued her story. 

“Technically, both the passenger— Maggie Mor- 
gan— and the heiress died in the emergency room. But 
Madeline Van Waltonscot’s body was revived. And 
after two months in a coma, when I woke up. . . that 
body was mine.” 

“Come on!” 

“And not only have I, plain old Maggie Morgan, 
found myself in someone else’s body, in someone else’s 
life, but in someone else’s trouble, too.” 

He laughed. A loud, barrel-deep hoot of a laugh. 

She didn’t take offense. She knew how preposter- 
ous this all sounded. “I told you it was hard to be- 
lieve.’ ’ 

“Hard to believe? You have to be kidding.” 

In spite of his undisguised skepticism, she felt re- 
lieved to have gotten the whole story off her chest for 
the first time and she sank back into the chair. “I wish 
I were kidding,” she assured him. 

She didn’t know what it was about her last state- 
ment that made him take a second look at her, but he 
did. A closer look. 

Then he stood. 
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She half expected him to grab her by the scruff of 
her neck and throw her out. But he merely said, “Will 
you excuse me for a minute?” and left the office. 

She sat up straighter, all the way back in the seat 
now, and wondered where he’d gone. Was he calling 
someone to come and take her away because he 
thought she was crazy? 

Of course he thought she was crazy. What else could 
he think after hearing her say she wasn’t really Made- 
line Van Waltonscot, but Maggie Morgan, somehow 
lost from her own body and now occupying that of an 
heiress to a national grocery-store chain? 

Even she sometimes thought she’d gone crazy. 
Every morning she rushed out of bed to the mirror to 
sec if she was herself again. 

But every morning it was Madeline Van Walton- 
scot’s face that looked back at her. 

Maddie— she had persuaded everyone she’d en- 
countered since awakening to call her that. 

She certainly couldn’t ask to be called Maggie; she’d 
have been locked up from the start. But Maddie 
sounded enough like Maggie that she at least felt more 
herself. Or at least a little closer to herself. Actually, 
after three weeks, she was beginning to think of her- 
self as Maddie. 

Unfortunately the other problems she’d found her- 
self in hadn’t been so easily solved. 

Which was why she was there. 

But where had that investigator gone for so Iocs? 
she wondered. 

Maybe she shouldn’t have come. Mavire sire 
shouldn’t have risked telling anyone. Mnvre sirs 
should have just gone on as she had since s~ninm~n 
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“Okay,” she answered. “If you give me your word 
you haven’t called someone to cart me off to the loony 
bin.” 

“Madeline Van Waltonscot does not say things like 
‘loony bin,’” be pointed out as if she were blowing an 
impersonation. 

“Madeline Van Waltonscot has gone off to the great 
beyond,” she countered in a confidential aside as if he 
might have forgotten. 

“And left Maddie behind,” he confirmed with just 
a tinge of facetiousness. 

“Fusion. Maggie plus Madeline equals Maddie.” 

“You.” 

“Me.” 

After another moment he released his hold on her 
arms. “Coffee’s probably ready. Will we need three 
cups?” 

Ah, so he had a sense of humor. Good. She smiled. 
“No, that’s okay, I’ll be drinking for the two of us.” 

“What do you think about coming into the kitchen 
to fix it? And while we’re at it you can tell me who 
Maggie Morgan is ... or was.” 

“Ah, a quiz.” 

“Any problem with that?” 

“Nope.” 

As she followed him out of the office she seized the 
subject, trying to concentrate on th2t, rather than 
stealing another glance at his dem'ere. 

“I was bom Margaret Marie Morgan to a Kansas 
minister, Curtis Morgan, and his wifeDin sh. I was an 
only child, and both my parents passed away within 

two months of each other a few years azo I didn't 
have nnv nfhr>r AWf,, ~t.-_ »t_l »_ .7 . 
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myself. So just after Christmas I came to Denver, was 
hired by Designs Unlimited and was just getting ac- 
quainted with some new people when the accident 
happened.” 

“And voila! You’re a new woman.” 

“This isn’t any easier for me to believe than for 
you,” she said over her first sip of coffee. “If there 
was anything I could do to change back into myself, I 
would. But since there doesn’t seem to be, I’ll do 
whatever it takes to prove to you that although I may 
►e Madeline Van Waltonscot on the outside, I’m not 
in the inside.” 

“And why do you need an investigator?” 

“Some worrisome things have been happening that 
i don’t understand, and so I decided to hire someone 
vho might be able to help me figure it out. Your busi- 
less card was in the purse the hospital returned to me 
vhcn I was released. I’ve never done something like 
lire a private investigator before, and that seemed as 
;ood a recommendation as any.” 

She climbed onto a stool at the island counter, feel- 
ing at home in the cozy atmosphere of the kitchen, 
vith its oak cupboards, aged red-brick walls and 
iream-and-tan marble countertops. 

The island held well-used cutting boards on either 
side of a five-burner stove, and overhead was a cast- 
iron cache rack lined with copper pots and pans. “You 
must like to cook,” she observed as he settled onto a 
stool just around the comer of the counter. 

“I grew up here— this is our family home. But it 
belongs to my older brother and his soon-to-be-wife 
now. My place is out back, above the garage.” 

She nodded. “The carriage house. I noticed it when 
I got here.” 
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He didn’t seem to want to talk about himself. In- 
stead he took a drink of his coffee and said, “Tell me 
wbat ‘worrisome’ things have been happening.” 

“It started the second day I was out of the coma. A 
rough-looking man with a bent nose came to my hos- 
pital room. Of course I didn’t know who he was, but 
he seemed to know me— more like he worked for 
me . . . for Madeline Van Waltonscot. 

“All Bent Nose said was that he’d been checking on 
me since the accident and he was glad I’d made it. And 
that I should rest assured he would take up where he’d 
left off so I’d get my money’s worth. Then he sort of 
slipped out secretively— you know, looking both ways 
before he would actually go out into the hall.” 

“Cryptic maybe, but worrisome? He could have 
been hired to do anything, gardening, plumbing.” 

“But that’s not all. Since then I’ve received two 
typed notes without a greeting, signature or return 
address.” 

“You’re assuming it’s Bent Nose?” 

Maddie took the notes out of her pantsuit pocket 
and handed them across the counter. “The first one 
says, ‘Just to let you know — have begun warnings 
again as planned,’ and the other says, ‘Have planted 
evidence against the wife.’ ” 

She paused a moment to let him take a look. 

When he gave them back she went on. “Then- yes- 
terday morning when I came out of the shower, there 
was a message on the answering machine. Btri t 
Bent Nose. It was a different man’s voice— — ere ed- 
ucated, more refined, less smug. He cfc r: -rw— 
himself, cither, but he was very - arid erss: Eb 
said he was sorry I’d survived to smrt mr cast - — rr— 
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“Did he threaten you?” 

“No, but he sounded dangerously angry. And the 
thing is, it’s bad enough that I’m in a position to have 
to live the everyday life of another person. Madeline 
Van 'Waltonscot lives so differently from what I’ve 
ever known that I might as well be on Mars. And be- 
lieve me, it isn’t nearly as great as I imagined it would 
be riding in that car with her that night. But it also 
looks as if she was involved in something unsavory or 
unethical or. . .” 

“Illegal,” he supplied. 

“Something that seems intended to hurt someone in 
some way. Only now it isn’t Madeline Van Walton- 
scot who’s involved. It’s me.” 

His eyes narrowed at her, and his expression hard- 
ened again the way it had at the front door before he’d 
let her in. “I see. So what’s really going on here is that 
you got into something bigger and worse than you ex- 
pected and want me to get you out of it. And in order 
to appear innocent, you’d like me to believe you’re not 
Madeline Van Waltonscot, but instead the poor 
woman who died in that accident. This is a pretty 
elaborate, not to mention despicable, con to gamer 
some help.” 

“No, that’s not it! Yes, I do need help. I need 
someone— you— to find out what’s going on and stop 
it or fix whatever damage has been done if you can, 
or. . . I don’t know . . . Just let me know what’s going 
on. But I’m not conning you.” 

He stared at her once more, that terrific mouth of 
his relaying an unpleasant sneer of disgust. 

Clearly he believed the worst of her. But she knew 
no one else was going to accept her fantastic tale, so 
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she opted for pleading her case with him rather than 
starting from scratch with someone new. 

“You can investigate anything you want to help you 
see that I really am Maggie Morgan on the inside. You 
can ask me intimate details of my past and then look 
into them to have them confirmed. You can do any- 
thing it takes to convince yourself that I’m not mak- 
ing this up— no matter how bizarre it sounds. In fact, 
I’d welcome it. Maybe if you do some initial investi- 
gating of me— Maggie Morgan— you’ll even come 
across my things. There were pictures of my parents, 
keepsakes, mementos, which I’d like to have back.” 

Logan Strummel regarded Maddie thoughtfully for 
a moment. “What’s your medical condition since the 
accident?” 

She knew what he was thinking. “I’m fine. My 
physical injuries healed while I was in the coma. And 
mentally,” she added wryly, “I’m as good as can be 
expected of someone who woke up to find herself 
stuck in someone else’s body, forced to live someone 
clsc’s life. But I’ll arrange with the hospital and the 
doctors for you to check all the medical records if that 
will help you believe me.” 

She was finished with her coffee and tired of sitting 
beneath his scrutiny, so she picked up her mug, took 
it to the sink, rinsed it and left it there before return- 
ing to the stool. 

For the second time she noticed a slight change in 
his expression, and while it didn’t hold any more be- 
lief than before, at least he wasn’t looking at her as if 
she were the lowest life form on earth. 

“I hope you understand that I’ll dig pretty deep into 
this story you’ve told me. And you should also know 
that until a week non T U.'n C rV>nr*or If ) 
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“Tell the police this story and you’ll be in the psych 
ward faster than you can say Maggie Morgan.” He 
pointed his blunt chin toward her purse where it lay on 
the counter. “Do you have that business card you 
waved around before?” 

She found it and gave it to him. 

He turned it over and wrote on it, then handed it 
back. “That’s my private phone number. If it’s an 
emergency you can use it. If something else ‘worri- 
some’ happens but it isn’t urgent, you can call the of- 
fice number and leave a message.” 

She slipped the card into her purse again, thanking 
him as she stood to go. “I know you don’t believe me 
and that you probably think it’s my mind I’ve lost in- 
stead of my body, but it helps just to have told some- 
one all of this. I’ll go by the hospital on my way home 
and make sure they know to release the records to you. 
And if there’s anything else you need ...” 

“I’ll find you.” 

“I’ll see you in a couple of days then,” she said by 
way of an exit line. 

But for some reason she didn’t quite understand, 
when it came down to it, she wasn’t anxious to leave. 

Maybe because for the first time since waking from 
that coma she’d actually been in an environment that 
was more what she was used to. 

Or maybe it had to do with finally sharing the bur- 
den of this incredible thing that had happened to her, 
even to someone who wasn’t altogether responsive, 
and hating that now she’d have to return to the cha- 
rade. 

Or maybe it had to do with Logan Strummel him- 
self. 



Chapter Two 


When Logan’s alarm went off at seven o’clock Mon- 
day morning, he woke amid library books and sheets 
of paper with notes written on them. 

The notes were his own, taken from phone calls and 
computer checks regarding Maggie Morgan. The li- 
brary books were about near-death experiences. 

And he’d been up most of the night before going 
through every shred of information he’d gathered. 

Now he was tired and wondering if he’d lost his 
mind to even be considering taking this case. Espe- 
cially when he just plain didn’t believe Madeline Van 
Waltonscot’s story. 

Not that he was convinced she was out and out ly- 
ing, though that was one of two possibilities more 
likely than dying and coming back in someone else’s 
body. But if she wasn’t pulling some sort of scam or 
con, he thought she was probably suffering a mental 
breakdown. 

The doctors he’d spoken to at the hospital assured 
him they believed her to be mentally sound following 
a brief period of disorientation just after awakening 
from the coma. But doctors didn’t always know ev- 
erything. She could have hidden what she’d called her 
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predicament so as not to be thought crazy. Logan 
didn’t think he could rule out the possibility that 
Madeline Van Waltonscot bad a deep-seated guilt that 
had manifested itself in adopting the identity of the 
woman she had killed in that accident. 

Logan sat up in bed and gathered the debris of his 
research, wondering if he should have been reading 
psychology books instead. 

Nevertheless, what kind of trouble had Madeline 
Van Waltonscot gotten into? Why would she, of all 
people, need some tough guy to do what sounded like 
dirty work on her behalf? 

Back to the first possibility— was she lying? Per- 
haps she’d made up this whole fantastic body- 
exchange story as a cover, albeit a pretty strange one. 
Such a story might go a long way in convincing a judge 
and jury to accept a plea of insanity. Which would 
mean she was trying to enlist him in the scam. 

That notion made him all the more intent on not 
letting her get away with whatever it was she had up 
her sleeve. 

Maybe things would change the longer he was away 
from the police force, but only being a week out of it, 
he was still thinking like a cop. Even the hint of 
wrongdoing was something he couldn’t turn his back 
on. 

So, was he going to take the case to expose her? 

Maybe. 

But what really had him hooked was curiosity. 
There was a lot in what Madeline Van Waltonscot said 
and did that sparked his interest. 

Among other things, she had sparked— 

But he pushed those other things out of his mind, 
concentrating instead on what had been niggling him 
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But there had been one encounter when she’d ap- 
proached him at the governor’s inaugural ball and 
demanded that he get her chauffeur out of the men’s 
room so he could bring her car around. 

Logan had gone into the restroom, relayed the 
message and then come back out. 

Madeline Van Waltonscot had been so enraged that 
he hadn’t brought the chauffeur with him that she’d 
shrieked at him, accused him of being an incompe- 
tent fool, called him a pig and generally thrown such 
a tantrum that a crowd had gathered to see what was 
wrong. 

And when she’d finished with Logan, she’d charged 
into the men’s room and literally dragged out the poor 
guy who worked for her— red faced and still zipping 
his pants. 

Logan turned off the shower, shaking his head at 
the memory. “And you’re actually considering tak- 
ing her on as your first client?” he asked himself. 

But that was part of his curiosity. He had actively 
disliked the woman before. Yet the other day he’d had 
a hard time remembering that. 

He’d felt an initial hostility the moment he'd rec- 
ognized her, but her response to it had been his first 
surprise. She’d been so polite. And so nervous. So 
unsure of herself. It was the strangest thing he’d ever 
seen. It was out of curiosity that he had let her into the 
house. 

But listening to her, watching her, had only con- 
fused him all the more. 

Maddic. 

Had Madeline Van Waltonscot ordered him to call 
her “your royal highness” he wouldn’t have found it 
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The woman who had come to the office was Made- 
line Van Waltonscot. In the flesh. 

And what well-put-together flesh it was. 

She was beautiful, all right, he had to give her that. 
Exquisite, in fact. 

She had silky ebony hair, falling long and straight 
to just past her shoulders. Peaches-and-cream skin 
over bones so delicately perfect she looked fragile. A 
nose that was just a little long — patrician— but thin 
and too well shaped to be anything but lovely. 

She had a lush mouth that was so soft, so supple it 
didn’t seem possible that it usually spewed legendary 
tirades. 

And her eyes . . .no one else in the world had eyes as 
bright and unusual a blue as Madeline Van Walton- 
scot. The dark blue-violet of ripe blueberries . . . 

Logan had lost track of his shaving and suddenly 
realized it. He frowned into the mirror as he finished 
and reminded himself that no matter how stunning the 
woman was, it didn’t make any difference. It wasn’t as 
if he were thinking about getting personally involved 
with her, after all. 

He rinsed his razor and threw it into the medicine 
cabinet, disgusted that he was no closer than he’d been 
before to making a decision about taking the case. 

Or any closer than he’d been before to having any 
idea what was going on. 

The only thing he knew with any certainty was that 
Madeline Van Waltonscot’s new personality was an 
improvement. A really big improvement. And that if 
he hadn’t been careful, he’d have liked her. Which, 
coupled with how genuinely beautiful she was, could 
make for a dangerously potent package in a client who 
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After a morning of making more phone calls and a 
quick lunch back at his apartment, Logan returned to 
the main house a little before one and found his 
brother Quinn eating a fast-food hamburger at the 
kitchen table. 

“Finally,” Logan greeted the oldest Strummel son. 
“I’ve been looking for you for two days. Where the 
hell have you been? ’ ’ 

“Doing wedding stuff. I think Lindsey and Gra- 
ham had the right idea in that quick trip to Las Vegas 
to get married. Clearly our sister knew to avoid the 
hassle of even a backyard wedding. You wouldn’t be- 
lieve how many things there are to take care of. From 
dawn until late at night there’s something we have to 
check out or shop for or meet with someone for or 
somewhere we have to be.” Quinn motioned for Lo- 
gan to sit down. “I’m sorry I haven’t been around for 
your first few days with the agency. Have you been 
staring at the walls, bored out of your mind?” 

“Ha! I’ve been working.” 

That surprised his brother, but for a moment he had 
to chew the bite of burger he’d taken. “You have a 
client already?” 

“I have someone who wants me to take her case,” 
Logan amended. “I've been doing some background 
checks to decide if I want it. And I’ve needed to ask 
you something and been wondering where you and 
Cara were when you didn’t even come home to sleep. 
I thought Cara was living here now, too.” 

“She is. But we’ve spent the last couple of nights at 
her grandmother’s place. It’s been so late by the time 
the three of us finished these wedding deals that we’ve 
just slept over.” 
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Logan nodded, having assumed something along 
those lines. “I called Lindsey about this, but she didn’t 
know anything and I thought maybe you might.” At 
least it was a good bet since the other two Strummel 
offspring had started the agency long before Logan 
had joined them. 

Quinn gave him a quizzical look while he ate some 
french fries. 

“The woman who wants me to work for her is 
Madeline Van Waltonscot, the heiress. She showed up 
here the day before yesterday with a business card for 
Strummel Investigations. I wondered if you or Lind- 
sey had worked for her before or knew why she had 
the card. She also told me the most incredible story 
I’ve ever heard. And a cop hears a lot of incredible 
stories.” 

Quinn’s expression turned black and he blew up. 
“That witch came back here?” 

“So she’s been here before? I couldn’t find a file on 


her.” 


‘I didn’t take the job. About six months ago she 
wanted to hire me to ‘discourage someone’ from 
bothering her. Her lawyer had given her the card, 
which surprised me because the firm is an old, high- 
brow one in downtown Denver that we’ve investi- 
gated for before and is hardly apt to encourage thug 
work. But thug work was sure what it sounded like she 
wanted. The arrogant, superior, nasty witch. 

“So she was herself.” 

Of course Quinn didn’t understand the comment. 

“Who else would she have been?” 

“I’ll get to that in a minute. Who did shew. . 
whv?” 
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“I don’t know. I didn’t let her get far enough to tell 
me the details. It didn’t sound legal or like anything 
I’d do even if it was. Besides, I didn’t like her or her 
attitude, and all I had to do was hear the ‘discourage’ 
part and I politely declined. When my refusal brought 
out an even uglier side of her, I not so politely asked 
her to leave. She flung some insults, stormed out and 
slammed the front door so hard she cracked the jamb. 
The only thing incredible about that meeting was what 
an incredible bitch she was. I can’t believe she came 
back.” 

“Oh, what I’m about to tell you is harder to be- 
lieve than that.” However, the fact that Madeline Van 
Waltonscot would return after what Quinn described 
lent some credence to Logan’s theory that she was 
suffering a mental breakdown and had somehow bur- 
ied memories of herself and her own past. Surely if she 
had remembered a scene like that one, she’d have 
chosen another agency to play out a farce. Besides, she 
hadn’t given any sign that she’d been there before or 
seemed surprised or curious about finding someone 
other than Quinn to hire. In fact, she’d seemed to have 
thought Logan was the only investigator there was. 

“What did she want this time?” Quinn asked with 
contempt in his tone. 

“Like I said, you’re going to find this hard to be- 
lieve,” Logan warned before telling his brother the 
whole body-exchange story and what Madeline Van 
Waltonscot now wanted a P.I. for. 

When he’d finished, Quinn gave a mirthless snort of 
a chuckle. “You have to be kidding.” 

“That’s what I said. She just agreed that it was a 
tough tale to swallow.” 
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“No screaming? No name calling? No disparaging 
remarks about your family jewels and intelligence?” 

“Not a one. She couldn’t have been nicer or 
sweeter.” 

Quinn shook his head dubiously. “I don’t know 
what her game is, but it would take an act of God to 
change the shrew I had here six months ago into 
someone nice or sweet. Still, though, this body-switch 
story is impossible to believe.” 

“Except...” 

“You believe her?” 

“No, of course not. But the whole thing just gets 
more and more strange as I go along. I’ve had my own 
dealings with Madeline Van Waltonscot and I didn’t 
like her any better than you do. But even though this 
is physically the same person, she doesn’t seem like the 
same person.” Logan went on to outline the differ- 
ences. “And when I had people who’ve known this 
Maggie Morgan all her life describe what she was like, 
if I hadn’t seen Madeline Van Waltonscot with my own 
eyes, I would’ve sworn that the woman sitting across 
from me the other day and Maggie Morgan were one 
and the same.” 

“So you are leaning toward believing her?” Quinn 
repeated. 

“Come on. You think I’m out of my mind?” Lo- 
gan said before explaining the two possibilities he was 
considering. He still felt obligated to pursue the pos- 
sibility that something illegal was going on, despite 
what he did or didn’t believe of her body-switch story. 

After a moment of thoughtful silence, Quinn said, 
“Well, brother of mine, I advise you to steer clear of 
Madeline Van Waltonscot no matter what’s going on 
with her. But you’re a full and equal partner in 
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Strummel Investigations now, which means the cases 
you accept ate up to you. If you do take her on, 
though, keep a safe distance. Because unless a differ- 
ent entity genuinely has taken over her body, eventu- 
ally those claws of hers will come out again, and, 
believe me, she goes for the jugular with them.” 

“Mmm. That I know.” 

Quinn cleared his lunch mess, and Logan headed 
for the office again, intent on making a few more calls 
before Madeline Van Waltonscot showed up. 

When she did, was he going to accept her case or 
decline it? he asked himself yet again. 

This time the question was rhetorical because he 
knew he couldn’t take his brother’s advice and steer 
clear of her. She had him booked, and he had to know 
what was really going on with her. 

And maybe, at the same time, work out for himself 
how it was possible that, deep down, he could be the 
slightest little bit attracted to her. 

Of all people. 

Maddie didn’t wait for the chauffeur to open her 
door when they reached the office of Strummel In- 
vestigations. She let herself out, wished him good luck 
and sent him on his way. They’d gotten a call on the 
car phone just a few minutes before, informing him 
that his wife had been rushed to the hospital in active 
labor with their first child. 

Maddie didn’t know what had shocked the poor guy 
more— the news of his wife, or Maddie telling him he 
could drop her off and take the car to the hospital. But 
she was getting used to people being surprised by the 
"new” Madeline Van Waltonscot. . 
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As Maddie approached the front door, she felt the 
return of her own nervous excitement at being back 
there. 

She was worried Logan Strummel had decided not 
to take her case. He might even have called the police 
to report her as a lunatic on the loose. 

She was also nervous because, as much as she didn’t 
want to admit it, she could hardly wait to see the 
handsome P.I. again. 

She’d been trying for two days to keep from think- 
ing about him, picturing him in her mind. She’d been 
telling herself that an attraction to someone who 
didn’t trust her was even crazier than her current sit- 
uation. 

Nevertheless, his great face kept popping into her 
thoughts every other minute, causing the same tin- 
gling sensation that danced down her spine even now 
as she climbed the steps to the porch. 

It was late, nearly six in the evening, and as she ap- 
proached the front door she hoped that she hadn’t put 
off coming too long. They hadn’t had a fixed ap- 
pointment, and she’d purposely waited, having yet 
another chore to do that required the cover of dark- 
ness. 

Unfortunately, her mission also required a means of 
transportation and she was fresh out. But if Logan 
agreed to take her case, maybe she could enlist his help 
with that matter, too. 

In answer to her doorbell ring, Logan’s head ap- 
peared from inside the office as he spoke on the 
phone, and he motioned through the screen door for 
her to come in. 

She wasn’t sure whether to go into the office while 
he was still on the phone or wait on the dezcon’s bench 
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in the hallway, so she approached the office hesi- 
tantly, peeking in to see if maybe he might be wrap- 
ping up the call. 

One glance inside told her to stay in the hall. Not 
only was Logan still on the telephone, but he wasn’t 
alone. Another man was hunkered down in front of 
the detective’s desk, gathering papers that had appar- 
ently fallen to the floor. 

She’d have just backed up except that the other 
man, who was in profile to her, seemed to catch sight 
of her out of the corner of his eye. 

“Don’t mind me. I didn’t know Logan had a client 
with him. I’ll just wait out here until he’s ready for 
me,” she assured the man in a whisper. 

“That’s all right. I’m not a client,” he said amica- 
bly as he slipped the last paper into a file and stood. 
But one glance at her hardened the features on a face 
that resembled Logan’s. 

“I should probably sit out here until he’s finished 
with his call, anyway,” she added, taking refuge on the 
deacon’s bench after all. 

The other man followed her as far as the doorway, 
leaning a shoulder there, crossing his arms over a chest 
not as broad as Logan’s and pinning her in place with 
eyes that were a similar but paler color. “Madeline 
Van Waltonscot,” he said. 

It was always hard to know if people who recog- 
nized her had known the heiress or merely seen her 
picture in the society pages. Since there was no way of 
knowing, she did what had now become habit. 

“Maddie, please,” she said, wanting to add “and 
you are...” 

t • 
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But too often in the past three weeks when she took 
that tack she’d found herself in odd positions with 
people the heiress was well acquainted with. 

This particular man seemed intent on unnerving her 
with his gaze, and all she could do was give him a 
small smile and hope he’d say something that would 
clue her in to how well he knew the heiress. 

“Quinn. Quinn Strummel,” he finally offered. 
“You must be Logan’s brother. The one who lives 
in this neat old house,” she answered, hoping to dis- 
tract him by getting onto a new subject. 

“You like the house?” he asked skeptically. 

“Very much. These older homes have so much more 
warmth and character than newer ones. And they’re 
a lot more fun to decorate. They usually have such in- 
teresting nooks and crannies that have so many pos- 
sibilities.” She was babbling, which always happened 
when she was nervous. 

“You’re an expert on decorating, are you?” 

He shot the questions as if they were part of an in- 
quisition, and Maddie wondered how much Logan 
had told him. But she didn’t know what to do except 
answer. “I wouldn’t say I was an expert, no. It’s just 
what I—” she’d almost said “what I do” hut r ealize d 
she didn’t do anything these days “-what I’m inter- 
ested in,” she amended. 


“Arc you?” he said in a challenging tone. 

The man was trying to provoke her, and Maddie 
couldn’t take the tension that was mountmg; in her by 
the moment. She decided to cut to the chased Very do- 
htcly she said, “Mr. Strummel, did Logan fell you 
about my situation and what’s going on with me?” 

., F S U f mn ’ k rather answering her query 
Teel free to call me Quinn. Or honehead if you pre- 
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fer. I believe that was one of the many and varied 
names you called me when we last met.” 

She flinched. These situations were the worst— 
when the heiress had alienated a person with her sharp 
tongue in the past. 

She could hardly go into the whole explanation to 
get herself off the hook, and often the hostility was 
hard to surmount. The best she could do was try an 
all-purpose apology and once more attempt to skirt 
the issue. 

“I’m sorry for whatever might have happened be- 
fore. I-” 

Logan appeared in the doorway behind his brother 
just then and saved her from floundering for another 
change of subject. 

“You giving her a hard time?” he asked the man 
named Quinn. 

“It’s okay,” she answered before he could. “He 
probably has cause.” 

Still, Quinn Strummel gored her with his gaze. 
“You know, Miss Van Waltonscot— ” 

“Maddie, please.” 

“I swore that if I ever had to be in the same room 
with you again I was going to give you a piece of my 
mind.” 

She nodded, squared her shoulders as if to face a 
firing squad and said politely, “If it’ll make you feel 
better, go ahead. Then maybe when the air is clear we 
can start over,” she finished on a hopeful note. 

Something about her words made him laugh, but it 
wasn’t a pleasant sound. * ‘And you’ll just sit there and 
take it?” he asked incredulously. 

“Okay, that’s enough,” Logan said, sounding very 
much like a cop breaking up an unpleasant scene. . 
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After another moment of staring at her, Logan’s 
brother glanced over his shoulder. “You’re right, she’s 
pretty convincing.” He pushed off the jamb, shaking 
his head as he did, and stepped out of the doorway. 
“At any rate, I don’t have time for any more of this. 
I’ll leave you kids to do whatever it is you’re going to 
do.” But to Logan he added, “Just remember what I 
told you.” 

Logan nodded and watched his brother go into the 
kitchen, where the sound of Quinn leaving through the 
back door came almost immediately. 

Then Logan looked back at Maddie, who felt im- 
measurably better to be alone with him once again. In 
fact, better than she wished she felt. 

“I expected you earlier this afternoon,” he said. 

“I have something else I need to do out this way af- 
ter we talk. In fact, I could actually use your help in 
doing it if you take my case. But anyway, that’s why I 
came late. I hope it’s okay.” 

She saw a flash of suspicion jump across his fea- 
tures, but it was fleeting and he didn’t comment. In- 
stead he tossed a nod over his shoulder at the office 
beyond and said, “Come on in and let’s talk.” 

She followed him, noticing that when she got there 
he was standing, this time waiting for her to sit before 
taking his own seat behind the desk. 

Did better manners and stepping in to protect her 
from his brother mean he was going to work for her? 

“I’ve spoken to a lot of people who knew Maggie 
Morgan,” he began. 

“Designs Unlimited?” 

“No, not Designs Unlimited. I’ve left three mes- 
sages with their secretary, but they haven’t returned my 
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calls yet. The people I spoke to are in Kansas. People 
who knew Maggie Morgan growing up.” 

He seemed to wait for a reaction from her. She 
didn’t know how he expected her to respond so she 
merely nodded. 

“Maggie Morgan was born—” 

“June 11, 1959,” she finished before he could, 
anxious to prove herself. 

He raised an eyebrow at her. “Her patents were 
both born in—” 

“Nineteen twenty-nine, two days apart— Septem- 
ber 19 and 21.” 

“In Kansas City, Kansas. And the Morgan family 
lived at—” 

‘ ‘Sixty-seven ninety-one Somerset Drive.’ ’ 

“And Curtis Morgan was head minister of—” 

“The First United Methodist Church of Field- 
stone, Kansas.” 

He paused. “All a matter of public record.” Obvi- 
ously her showing off knowledge of her life history 
wasn’t convincing him of anything. 

Then he went on. “Maggie Morgan attended—” 

“Fieldstone West High School and graduated in 
1976. A year early because I skipped third grade.” She 
could see that she’d surprised him a little, but he hid 
it quickly; 

“The principal there now — ” 

“Is Doris Padilla. She taught math when I was there 
but was promoted to assistant principal the year after 
I graduated and then to full principal three years 
later.” 

“And although Maggie Morgan was nominated for 
secretary of her junior class, she declined to run.” 
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“Not a matter of public record, but I wanted to be 
class president, instead. And — I’m not proud of this — 
if I couldn’t be president I didn’t want to be anything 
at all.’’ 

He smiled and she knew she’d surprised him again. 
“That was Mrs. Padilla’s guess as to why you— why 
Maggie Morgan declined the nomination.’’ He cocked 
that handsome head of his to one side. “And Maggie 
Morgan was almost not allowed to go through the 
graduation ceremony because she insisted on wearing 
red shoes.” 

“That’s not true. I don’t know who told you that, 
but it’s a lie. I’d have never done anything that wild, 
let alone go up against school authorities. Who said 
that?” 

He just stared at her for a long moment until light 
dawned in her. “Oh, I get it. You made it up. You were 
trying to trick me. To see if I’d confirm something that 
hadn’t happened so I’d sound like an expert when I’m 
really not.” 

He went on studying her a little longer and then 
said, “Madeline Van Waltonscot was bom June 11, 
1959.” 

This time he’d surprised her. “She was? We were 
bom on the same day?” 

He’d been leaning forward and now sat back in his 
chair and looked at her over his steepled fingers the 
way he had the last time they’d faced each other across 
the desk. 

But he didn’t answer her question, and she really 
wanted to know so she asked again. “Is that true? Did 
we honestly have the same birth date or are you just 
trying to trick me again?” 
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He took the tape, popped the top on his own ma- 
chine on the desk and replaced his with hers. When he 
pushed the play button, a very aggravated male voice 
said, “You’re pushing this too far, Madeline. How can 
you live with yourself? How can you get up in the 
morning and face yourself in the mirror? I’m warn- 
ing you— light any more fires and you may find me 
burning you back.” 

“That’s it,” Maddie said as the sound of a phone 
being slammed down came onto the tape before it went 
silent. 

Logan rewound it and listened again. “I want to 
keep this,” he told her, holding up the tape she’d 
brought. 

“Okay.” 

“You still don’t recognize the voice?” 

“No. I only know it doesn’t belong to Bent Nose.” 
“Any word from him?” 

“No. Nothing ” 

Logan stood and went to a cabinet behind his desk. 
leaning over slightly to take a manila envelope from a 
bottom drawer. He turned back to the desk to mark 
the tape and put it in the envelope, which he then 
placed in a file she noticed was entitled Madeline Van 
Waltonscot. 


So he d decided to take the case even before she ar- 
rived; Maddie didn’t know whether that was a gr-cr 
sign or a bad one. e ~ 

Then he propped a hip on the comer of his desk, 
and she had to dragher gaze upward from there. 

11 you wanted my help With tonisht?” 

She stoic a glance out the window <eeh<Ttf4‘ ♦*. 
sun was nearly down ’ t6at tfce 
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known. The most I could do was call the owner today 
and say I was a friend—” 

“Of Maggie Morgan’ s? ” 

“Right. And ask what happened to my furniture 
and clothes and things. He said that since there was no 
next of kin he’d given the bulk of it to charity, but sent 
some of my personal belongings to Designs Unlim- 
ited in case someone there might want a remem- 
brance of me. He didn’t know what they’d done with 
them, and I’m hoping when you talk to them, you’ll 
ask,” she ended with that hopeful note in her voice 
again. 

“Take a breath and get back to the original sub- 
ject,” he advised patiently. 

She forced herself to slow down. “Here’s what I’d 
planned. I was going to have the chauffeur drive me to 
the rental house after you and I had finished here. I 
hate being driven around in that showy car but I guess 
the one Madeline Van Waltonscot wrecked was the 
only one she owned besides the limousine, and I can’t 
drive the limousine because it’s too big. Anyway, the 
chauffeur’s wife is having their baby and he had to 
drop me off, so I was wondering if maybe I could per- 
suade you to— ” 

Logan put his hand up to stop the runaway train of 
words. “How about if I call the owner tomorrow, say 
I m the husband of the friend whom he spoke to to- 
day, trump up an excuse and see if I can’t get him to 
let me in?” 

She shook her head. “I have to do it. Tee Hr— r 
place is complicated to find and get into.” 

Logan frowned at her, creasing fees between fer 
brows and sobering her enthusiasm co ns cs zzzcx, £ T 
will not aid and abet you in committhz a crime.” 
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But he didn’t follow her. Instead, from his perch on 
the desk, he said, “Your clothes are too light for cat 
burglary.” 

She hadn’t thought of that and turned back to him, 
grimacing down at the yellow pantsuit she wore. “You 
don’t know what I wouldn’t give for a pair of blue 
jeans.” 

“Why haven’t you gone out and bought some?” 
She made a face. “I just don’t feel right spending 
money that doesn’t seem like my own. I mean, I guess 
that’s crazy and of course I’ll have to, but it’s very 
weird. And to tell you the truth, I don’t know exactly 
how I’m going to do it, anyway. There’s very little cash 
that I’ve come across, and I’m afraid to write checks 
or sign credit card receipts because my signature isn’t 
the same.” 

He shook his head as if he regretted asking the 
question in the first place. 

She wanted to say “think how I feel,” but then it 
occurred to her he might start to wonder how he was 
going to get paid. “Don’t worry about your fee, 
though. Bills like that go to the accountant— except I 
think he’s called something more impressive than that, 
business manager or something. Anyhow, bills are 
taken care of that way. It’s just the everyday stuff I’m 
sort of stuck on.” 

“Come on. I think there’s a pair of my sister’s jeans 
around here— if they were put back by the last damsel 
in distress they were loaned to. You can wear them and 
a shirt of mine for your first caper.” 

A Half hour later, dressed in jeans that were on the 
baggy side and a much too big navy blue shirt of Lo- 
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“Why didn’t you just get us in that way in the first 
place?” she asked. 

“This is your caper, remember?” he answered. 
Then he said, “Just sit tight.” 

“As if I could do anything else.” 

Thank God he was being a good sport about this. 
Apparently he was a talented lock picker. She heard 
the door open a few minutes later, and he said, “I’m 
in. I’ll be right there.” 

And he was, too, turning on the overhead light as he 
came into the room, shaking his head at her. “You’re 
a lot of trouble, lady,” he announced in a teasing tone. 

“It’s the body. It’s different than when I did this 
before.” 

He laughed at thae, too. 

“No, really it is. This body was my first big sur- 
prise when I woke up from that coma.” 

“I imagine it would be. Let’s just see how we’re go- 
ing to get you out of there so I can turn off this light 
before somebody spots us in here.” 

His touch was no less powerful than before, and 
Maddic had to fight the sensations as he worked her 
leg carefully through the window frame until it was 
free. Then he clamped both hands on either side of her 
waist and lifted her down. 

By virtue of necessity she landed close in front of 
him, but that closeness took her by surprise, anyway. 

Or maybe it was the current that suddenly seemed 
to pass between them. 

She wasn’t the only one feeling it, because when she 
looked up at Logan she found his expression sober 
again, those vertical lines back between his brows. 
And his full lips parted just slightly, as if he were about 
to kiss someone. 
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Her. 

Only she realized that he wasn't moving to do any 
such thing. She was just wishing he would. 

She took a quick step backward; so did he, even as 
the air around them still seemed to sizzle. 

“I don't want to be here any longer than we have 
to,” he said gruffly. Or was there something other than 
gruffness and impatience that had put that husky tone 
in his voice? 

“We need to go into the bathroom,” she answered, 
wishing her own voice didn’t have such a breathy 
quality to it. 

But still he stood there in front of her, separated by 
only a few feet, staring down at her with those heather 
gray eyes for a long moment before he went to the 
switch and turned off the light. “Come on, then, lead 
the way.” 

Maddie swallowed with some difficulty and forced 
herself to move, wishing that just passing in front of 
him out the bedroom door didn’t reignite the sparks all 
over again. 

The bathroom was fairly large but didn’t have a 
window, so it seemed safe to turn on the light. Mad- 
die went to the shower stall that was beside a claw- 
footed bathtub, instantly aware of Logan following 
her into the small space. 

She pointed to the top of one of the three tiled walls. 
“If s up there. Not quite in the middle of the first and 
second rows. The tiles fell on my head one morning, 
and behind them is a vent. I don’t know why anybody 
put a vent in the shower or why someone would think 
they could just tile over the grate and have the tile stay, 
but that’s the way it is. I thought it was a terrific hid- 
ing place so I duct-taped the tile to the grate. First you 
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have to unstick the tile, then the grate has to be jig- 
gled to get it loose. My things are in the vent.” 

She stepped to one side of the stall so Logan could 
get in and redirected him when he misjudged which 
tiles were the loose ones. Then she coached his tech- 
nique until he finally worked the grate free. 

“You’ll have to reach into the vent.” 

He did and came out with a small wooden box. 

She heard him mutter “amazing” to himself, but 
she was more interested in what he’d retrieved for her. 

Once he’d handed it over she didn’t even move to let 
him out of the stall before opening the lid to make sure 
the contents were still there. 

“Oh, you don’t know how glad I am to have these 
back,” she breathed, taking the contents out one item 
at a time to let him see what they were. “This is my 
mother’s engagement ring and these are both my par- 
ents’ wedding rings,” she said, setting them in Lo- 
gan’s palm. “This is the Golden Gloves charm my 
father won as a boxer when he was a young man. And 
this is the silver locket my mother wore around her 
neck every day from when my father gave it to her 
when I was bom until she died. It has my father’s pic- 
ture on one side and my baby picture on the other. 
Sec?’’ 

She opened the charm so he could look at the pho- 
tographs. Then she closed her fist around the locket as 
if it were a talisman that would give her good luck, 
holding it that way for a moment before replacing it. 
“That’s all there is,” she told him with a sigh. “There 
arc some mementos and pictures and things I hope 
maybe someone at Designs Unlimited kept, but it re- 
ally would have crushed me to have lost these.” 
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“I’ll see what I can do. But you don’t sound too 
enthusiastic about it. Why is that?” 

“I was hoping to enlist your help again.” 

“More cat burglary?” 

“No. A board meeting. I tried to make excuses to 
the man who called me about it, but he was just going 
to postpone again, so I finally agreed to it. It’s to- 
morrow afternoon. And I’m scared witless to go 
alone. I don’t know anything about board meetings.” 

“I was a cop, remember?” he said. “I’ve never been 
to a board meeting, either.” 

“I was just hoping for a little moral support,” she 
hedged. How could she tell him that since waking 
from the coma he was the only person she’d encoun- 
tered whom she felt comfortable with? More than 
comfortable with. When she was with him she felt 
safe. Secure. Bolstered and better able to play out her 
charade. 

“I don’t suppose it would be a bad idea for me to be 
there. It’s possible Bent Nose and the business arc 
connected in some way, and maybe we’ll come across 
a clue as to how or why.” 

Her spirits rose. “Then you’ll come?” she asked, 
hating that she sounded like a schoolgirl who’d just 
invited a boy she had a crush on to a danoc and he’d 
accepted. 

“Yes, I’ll come.” 

“It’s at two.” 

The cab pulled up in front of Quinn’s house just 
then and honked. Before Maddic thought better of it, 
she stood on tiptoe and kissed Logan’s cheek. “Thank 
you,” she heard herself murmur. 
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She realized suddenly that Logan was being very 
quiet and glanced up at him. He held the jewelry box 
in his hand but was looking at her very solemnly, very 
intently, very curiously. 

“You just can’t believe that inside I’m really Mag- 
gie Morgan, can you?” she guessed. 

He didn’t answer. He just went on watching her, 
though this time his staring didn’t unnerve her. This 
time it wasn’t actually staring. He was delving into her 
eyes with his, holding her with them. 

And for the second time kissing crossed her mind 
with a potent wish that he’d do so. 

He broke the spell, handing back the jewelry. "We 
should get out of here. I’ll go outside and hand you the 
bedroom screen to put back. Then lock up and come 
out.” 

Maddie nodded her agreement and went into the 
other room to wait for him. 

Whatever had passed between them was forgotten. 

Maddie insisted that he take her back to his office, 
where she called a cab to take her home so she 
wouldn’t put him to any more bother. 

And also so she wouldn’t be alone in the car with 
him any longer than she absolutely needed to be. 

“What’s on the agenda for tomorrow?” she asked 
while they stood together in the doorway of Quinn’s 
house waiting for the taxi. 

“I’m going to get persistent with Designs Unlim- 
ited until I reach someone who’ll agree to see me. I 
want to talk about Maggie Morgan and about any- 
thing they might have overheard or seen going on with 
Madeline Van Waltonscot.” 

“Maybe if they have any of my stuff left you could 
get them to give it to you?” 



Victoria Pade 


57 


“I’ll see what I can do. But you don’t sound too 
enthusiastic about it. Why is that?” 

“I was hoping to enlist your help again.” 

‘‘More cat burglary?” 

‘‘No. A board meeting. I tried to make excuses to 
the man who called me about it, but he was just going 
to postpone again, so I finally agreed to it. It’s to- 
morrow afternoon. And I’m scared witless to go 
alone. I don’t know anything about board meetings.” 

‘‘I was a cop, remember?” he said. “I’ve never been 
to a board meeting, either.” 

“I was just hoping for a little moral support,” she 
hedged. How could she tell him that since waking 
from the coma he was the only person she’d encoun- 
tered whom she felt comfortable with? More than 
comfortable with. When she was with him she felt 
safe. Secure. Bolstered and better able to play out her 
charade. 

“I don’t suppose it would be a bad idea for me to be 
there. It’s possible Bent Nose and the business are 
connected in some way, and maybe we’ll come across 
a clue as to how or why.” 

Her spirits rose. “Then you’ll come?” she asked, 
hating that she sounded like a schoolgirl who’d just 
invited a boy she had a crush on to a dance and he’d 
accepted. 

“Yes, I’U come.” 

“It’s at two.” 

The cab pulled up in front of Quinn’s house just 
then and honked. Before Maddie thought better of it, 
she stood on tiptoe and kissed Logan’s cheek. “Thank 
you,” she heard herself murmur. 
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It really was a reflex of gratitude that had spurre< 
her, but once she’d done it, that earlier electrical cur 
rent was lit again, leaving her uneasy and flustered. 

“Tomorrow, then,” she said in a hurry, rushing ou 
the screen door before he had a chance to say or d< 
anything. 

But from the taxi’s window she saw Logan stand 
ing on his brother’s porch, watching her intently. A1 
she could think was that she couldn’t wait until the} 
were together again. 

But it didn’t have anything to do with the case. 

Or with gratitude. 


Chapter Three 


The Van Waltonscot home was a three-story Southem- 
plantation-style house on two acres of ultraprime real 
estate in Denver’s upscale Cherry Creek section, just 
a stone’s throw from the elite Denver Country Club, 
and much, much farther from anything Maddie was 
accustomed to. 

On the ground floor was a four-star-restaurant-size 
kitchen as scrubbed and bright as a hospital operat- 
ing room; a dining room with a marble table that 
would seat seventy-two; a living room large enough to 
need six full sofas, a dozen chairs scattered about and 
more tables, lamps and knickknacks than she’d had a 
chance to look at in any detail. 

There was also a theater, a ballroom, a den, an of- 
fice for the house manager and Bernice the personal 
assistant, several elaborate bathrooms, a wing in 
which the live-in servants had quarters and an en- 
tranccvvay big enough to land small aircraft. 

From the grand foyer rose a curved staircase that 
swept like a woman’s twirled skirt up and around an 
opera-house-size chandelier that dropped from the 
glass-domed ceiling of the highest level, down through 
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the ornately carved railings that marked the second 
and third floors. 

The middle level held ten guest rooms and baths— 
color-coded marvels complete with private saunas, 
fireplaces, televisions, stereo systems and well-stocked 
wet bars, as well as antique feather beds, armoires and 
bureaus. 

The upper level had only three suites, and since 
Maddie occupied one of them she assumed that had 
been the family’s floor— when there had been a fam- 
ily in residence, as surely there must have been at some 
point with a house this huge. She didn’t know any- 
thing about the heiress’s background and didn’t find 
the stoic old portraits that lined the wall alongside the 
stairs particularly informative. In fact, the whole 
house had more an air of museum than real home. 

Each suite included a bedroom and bathroom fit for 
a whole harem, attached to an equally large office and 
sitting room. Together they made up living space with 
more square footage than the entire rental house 
Maddie and Logan had broken into the night before. 

If there had been a kitchen in her suite she could 
have easily survived without ever using any of the re- 
mainder of the house. And she would have preferred 
it. 

What she’d discovered in the past three weeks was 
that being a spoiled heiress was not easy. At least not 
for someone who had lived alone and independently 
for a number of years now. 

In fact she’d taken to tiptoeing around, carrying her 
shoes rather than wearing them across those polished 
floors, particularly the hand-painted Italian tile of the 
rotundalike entryway. 
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And there were servants on duty even in the wee 
hours of the morning, anticipating her every move- 
ment and desire. 

Who would have thought being waited on hand and 
foot would be a pain in the neck? 

When there was a knock at the bedroom door at 
precisely 11:45, Maddie opened it knowing exactly 
who would be out in the hallway even before she set 
eyes on the woman. 

Bernice, the personal assistant. 

An impeccably clad elderly lady with graying black 
hair and sharp cheekbones. Her spine was always 
ramrod straight, shoulders back, in a militarylike 
stance. She spoke in a monotone and she did not 
smile. 

Maddie invited her in and Bernice took only three 
steps across the threshold before stopping. She stood 
as still as a statue, hands clasped in front of her, wait- 
ing expectantly. 

It seemed strange that there wasn’t any sort of 
warmth or friendship or bond between the personal 
assistant and the heiress, but Maddie had learned that 
unless she opened the conversation, Bernice would 
merely stand there at the ready, not speaking until she 
was spoken to. 

As usual Maddie tried a simple, friendly, “How are 
you today?” 

The woman answered like a robot. “Fine, thank 

you, Miss Van Waltonscot.” And offered nothing 
more. 6 


By now Maddie knew what the personal assistan 
was there to do. She was waiting to be instructed or 

of ,' :l01hi ”8 for «■= *y. which she 
* ould then retrieve from the vast closet and set oer 
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Maddie hated the whole process, made worse b> 
fact that she had no true familiarity with the w 
robe and couldn’t perform her part believably. 

So far she’d been forced to pretend she didn’t 1 
any preference and leave the selections to the 
sonal assistant. The consequence was feeling lil 
child again, dressed every day in what someone 
picked out for her. 

And although it had been bad enough to coi 
lesce in silk peignoirs and negligees when she’d l 
longing for the oversize T-shirt she ordinarily woi 
bed, or a good old sweat suit, she hadn’t at all li 
meeting with Logan in clothes chosen for hei 
someone else. 

“I’ve been thinking, and from now on I’m goin 
go ahead and get my own clothes out in the mi 
ings. If that’s okay.” 

A flash of what almost looked like fear crossed 
assistant’s face— the first hint of emotion Bernice 
ever shown. “I’m sorry if I’ve—” 

“Nothing’s wrong,” Maddie assured her quickl) 
just want to do it for myself.” 

Bernice looked uneasy. “I can’t tell you how si 
I am-” 

“Really. This isn’t a criticism. I just want to hai 
it myself from here on.” 

Bernice watched her in a way Maddie was get 
used to. Wary. Confused. As if she were silently 
paring herself for the boom to be lowered. So this I 
Maddie tried for some confidential girl talk to r 
sure the other woman. 

“It’s really silly, when you think about it. I’: 
grown woman, I can certainly get my own clothes 
of the closet. Surely you have enough to do.” 
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“I don’t mind. Honestly.” 

“I’m glad to hear it. Still, I’m just going to take 
over this one chore.” 

Confidential girl talk didn’t help, either. The other 
woman went on staring at her, her face white with 
what looked like panic. “Please, Miss Van Walton- 
scot. I need this job. I’m raising my grandson and he’s 
about to go to college and—” 

“It’s okay,” Maddie told her in a hurry, hating that 
anything she’d said had prompted that pleading note 
in the elderly woman’s voice. “Please don’t take of- 
fense and don’t worry that I’m going to fire you, be- 
cause I’m not.” In fact, had Maddie felt more free 
with the heiress’s money, she’d have given the per- 
sonal assistant a raise to help with that college tuition 
and to convince Bernice that she wasn’t unhappy with 
her. 

“You can still oversee everything getting laundered 
and ironed and kept up. I appreciate that. You really 
are doing a terrific job. Just consider yourself let off 
the hook for this one thing.’ ’ 

Bernice nodded and turned to go out. 

“Have a nice day,” Maddie called after her. 

The poor woman seemed unsure of what repercus- 
sions might yet befall her, but there was nothing 
Maddie could do about it. Time, she hoped, would 
convince everyone that they were not going to have 
their heads bitten off each time she opened her mouth. 

Meanwhile, it felt good to finally be free to choose 
what she was going to wear herself, so she wasted no 
time in heading for the closet. 

Cavernous. That was the only word for the win- 
dowlcss space the size of a one-bedroom apartment 
It was luck>’ everything in it was well organized. 
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Evening gowns and fur storage were farthest back, 
kept separate by mechanical floor-to-ceiling cedar shoe 
compartments that rotated at the flick of a switch. 

Dresses, skirts and suits took up the middle two- 
thirds of the closet, with slacks, blazers, blouses and 
sweaters accounting for the front portion, which also 
had several shelves and dresser drawers built right into 
the walls. 

Maddie searched through the business suits that any 
working woman would have died to own. Not only 
/ere they beautifully tailored in a fabric for every 
eason, but there were so many of them that months 
ould pass without wearing the same thing twice. 

She opted for a silver-gray suit that reminded her of 
Egan’s eyes— not that that had anything to do with 
inything, she assured herself. The color was just more 
edate than the bright pink and yellow of what she’d 
vorn before, more befitting a board meeting, Maddie 
hought. 

It was subtly sophisticated, with a long jacket that 
mttoned diagonally from the right hip upward to the 
eft shoulder, worn over a short, tight skirt. 

She also had no complaint with the underwear 
available to her. Silk panties and lacy bras the quality 
of which she’d never seen in any department store. lAt 
least not in any of the department stores she could/af- 
ford to frequent. The garments were so exquisitely 
sheer, soft and sexy that each time in the last three 
weeks that she’d put on one of the matching sets, she’d 
felt deliciously, secretly sensual. 

“If only you knew, Logan Strummel.” 

But that stopped her just as she was about to reach 
for a pair of flame red bikinis and a plunging bra to go 
with them. 
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She’d been thinking about the investigator nearly 
every waking hour since meeting him. She just 
couldn’t seem to help it. But having him in mind when 
she chose her underwear? 

“Logan Strummel and underwear cannot be in the 
same thought,” she stressed to herself. That really was 
going too far. Just the way kissing him the night be- 
fore— even on the cheek — had been. 

And yet that flash of memory sent a little tingle all 
through her. 

She could still feel his skin, warm and masculine, 
against her mouth as vividly as if it had been much 
more than a split second’s worth of contact. 

This was no time to be attracted to anyone, she re- 
minded herself. Even if he was terrific looking and 
intelligent and sexier than he had any business being. 

Not only was the timing lousy, she knew he didn’t 
trust her as far as he could see her. So being attracted 
to him was doubly out of the question. 

Besides, she might not have any control over who 
she was now or what the old Madeline Van Walton- 
scot had done in the past, but she was determined to 
get a firm grip on the present and future. To that end, 
she could certainly control her own feelings; in a life 
gone haywire, she needed to. 

So what if thoughts of Logan kept her up at night? 
If her mind’s eye kept remembering every detail of 
that chiseled face? So what if she couldn’t keep from 
wondering what made him tick, from wondering if he 
was involved with anyone? So what if she spent every 
minute away from him wanting to be with him a^ain 

wanting to get to know him? 

Okay, sometimes the attraction to him did feel 
pretty powerful and she seemed ton u/mIt tr* u 
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She hadn’t made it. 

And waiting for her left him thinking about one of 
the differences between being a cop and a P.I. 

If he were still a cop, he’d have shown up that 
morning without calling for an appointment. 

Even if he’d called ahead as a cop, odds were he 
wouldn’t have been kept waiting. More than likely 
Janine Taylor would have made sure to be there when 
he’d arrived. 

But then in a lot of respects it was tougher to be a 
P.I. The jobs were similar, but a private investigator 
didn’t have the authority of the badge. And he suf- 
fered a twinge of regret at the fact that the badge 
wasn’t his to carry anymore. 

Not that leaving the force hadn’t been his idea. But 
some decisions didn’t get made happily. 

He’d wanted to be a cop from the time he was a lit- 
tle kid, like his father and his grandfather before that. 
Like Quinn planned to be, too. 

But joining the force hadn’t merely been a family 
tradition. Logan had loved the idea of helping people 
in trouble, of keeping peace and order. He’d never 
envisioned himself doing anything else. Even when 
tilings had turned sour, he’d tried to keep at it, to 
make it right again. 

It just hadn’t worked out. Not for him. Not for 
Quinn, cither, who’d left the force because he’d got- 
ten fed up with the bureaucracy and started Strummel 
Investigations with their sister Lindsey. 

Quinn’s leaving had been easier, Logan knew, be- 
cause it wasn’t the result of wrestling with a moral di- 
lemma. 

“Water under the bridge,” he muttered to himself. 
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funny, spunky, humble, Kansas-born minister’s 
daughter who had somehow slipped under his skin 
when he wasn’t looking. 

He liked her. He enjoyed her company. 

And yes, he’d definitely wanted to kiss her. 

When she’d pecked that parting kiss on his cheek, 
what little restraint he’d been hanging on to up until 
then had flown out the window and he’d nearly 
grabbed her for a second, more serious round. 

But he hadn’t and he wasn’t going to. 

He also wasn’t kidding himself; the attraction to her 
was strong. And resisting it wasn’t going to be any 
easier than figuring out just what, exactly, was going 
on inside that pretty head of hers. 

He couldn’t let himself be drawn into feelings that 
might cloud the issues. Feelings that might blind him. 
Yet he also had a gut instinct that he didn’t need to 
worry about being on guard, not with Maddie at least. 

“Maybe you’re just being royally, elaborately 
suckered,” he argued with himself. 

Even so, he recalled what he’d seen with his own 
eyes when she’d taken the things out of the little jew- 
elry box. Inexpensive pieces that didn’t have any more 
than sentimental value. But they’d meant something 
to her. 

And in that moment of watching Maddie’s reac- 
tion to the trinkets, he hadn’t doubted that those two 
women were not one and the same. 

Only how could that be? It was a question he’d been 
asking himself since then. 

He didn’t have an answer. He just plain didn’t 
know. He just plain didn’t know anything. 

So where did that leave him? 
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didn’t know of anyone like that, and it seemed terri- 
ble to throw out keepsakes. It would have felt like 
throwing her out, as if she didn’t matter. And she did 
matter. To all of us.” The woman paused a moment, 
staring off into space with sadness creasing her hand- 
some features. 

“So you did keep the things?” Logan prompted. 

“They’re in a box in our storeroom. I’ll get them.” 

Janine Taylor went through a door behind her desk 
and, as Logan watched her go, he noticed several 
photographs on the wall on cither side of the jamb. 

The office was done in an elaborate and eclectic 
mixture of modem and antique furniture that some- 
how worked. But those particular pictures were sim- 
ple snapshots— like family photos— hung as if for the 
sake of the staff rather than the customers. 

Curious about them, Logan rounded the desk to 
have a look. 

According to the snapshots, Designs Unlimited was 
apparently an award-winning firm. There were five 
photos of women smiling and holding plaques or 
statuettes. 

The owner— Janine Taylor— was in all the shots, as 
were two more women, but the other faces changed 
from one picture to another. 

Just then Janine Taylor returned carrying a half- 
empty ease-size box plastered with a logo for russet 
potatoes on the side. 

It didn’t look heavy, but Logan took it from her, 
anyway, setting it on the scat of one of the chairs in 
front of the desk. He nodded toward the photos. “Is 
Maggie Morgan in any of those? I haven’t come across 
a picture of her and I’d like to put a face with the 
name.” 
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didn’t know of anyone like that, and it seemed terri- 
ble to throw out keepsakes. It would have felt like 
throwing her out, as if she didn’t matter. And she did 
matter. To all of us.” The woman paused a moment, 
staring off into space with sadness creasing her hand- 
some features. 

‘‘So you did keep the things?” Logan prompted. 
“They’re in a box in our storeroom, i’ll get them.” 
Janine Taylor went through a door behind her desk 
and, as Logan watched her go, he noticed several 
photographs on the wall on either side of the jamb. 

The office was done in an elaborate and eclectic 
mixture of modem and antique furniture that some- 
how worked. But those particular pictures were sim- 
ple snapshots— like family photos— hung as if for the 
sake of the staff rather than the customers. 

Curious about them, Logan rounded the desk to 
have a look. 

According to the snapshots, Designs Unlimited was 
apparently an award-winning firm. There were five 
photos of women smiling and holding plaques or 
statuettes. 

The owner— Janine Taylor— was in all the shots, as 
were two more women, but the other faces changed 
from one picture to another. 

Just then Janine Taylor returned carrying a half- 
empty case-size box plastered with a logo for russet 
potatoes on the side. 

It didn’t look heavy, but Logan took it from her, 
anyway, setting it on the seat of one of the chairs in 
front of the desk. He nodded toward the photos “Is 
Maggie Morgan in any of those? I haven’t come across 

a picture of her and I’d like to put a face with the 
name. 
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“Maggie is in the one on the bottom right. It was 
taken about two weeks before the accident.” 

Logan went back to have another look, and the de- 
signer joined him to point to her former employee. 
“That’s her.” 

He leaned in to study Maggie Morgan. 

She was not a head turner. In truth she was a very 
unremarkable-looking woman. 

Her hair was wispy thin and an undistinguished pale 
shade of brown, pulled back into a librarian’s bun. 
She wore very thick glasses that hid her eyes and were 
propped on a nose that was slightly too long. And she 
had large teeth, though it looked as if she’d practiced 
not to show too much of them when she smiled. 

She was also the smallest woman in the picture, not 
only inches shorter than the rest, but also waifishly 
proportioned. 

"When he’d had his fill of studying the picture, Lo- 
gan stood up straight again. “She looks nice.” 

“She was a sweetheart,” Janine Taylor agreed. 
“One of the most genuinely kind and thoughtful peo- 
ple we’ve ever hired. Everyone liked her. She was easy 
to work with, easy to get along with, fun to have 
around—” 

The woman’s voice caught and Logan glanced at her 
as she hid tears in her eyes by leaving him and sitting 
in the chair behind her desk. 

Logan went around and took a seat in front of it. 

“We miss her,” the woman added, having gained 
some control before the tears actually fell. “And we all 
feel very guilty.” 

“Why is that?” 

She shook her head vehemently. “I know Madeline 
Van Waltonscot is your client, and maybe I shouldn’t 
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say this, but putting Maggie to work with her 
was . . . well, we’ve felt as if we threw a lamb to the 
wolves.” 

“Was Maggie Morgan that meek?” 

“Not meek. Agreeable. It’s what made her so easy 
to work with and such a sucoess with clients. She could 
be open and honest about her views and opinions, 
advise people how to decorate their homes. But if the 
client didn’t approve, she didn’t take it personally or 
get upset and she never got pushy. She’d just go from 
there. We— my partners and I— thought her manner 
might make her the perfect match for Miss Van Wal- 
tonscot.” 

“That sounds reasonable. What’s in it to make 
anybody feel guilty?” 

“Part of why we let ourselves be convinced was that 
no one else wanted to work with the woman. We’d 
dealt with her before and none of us cared to repeat 

the experience. But the job meant a huge billing ” 

She trailed off ashamedly, clearly having hit on what 
was causing everyone to feel guilty. 

Only after a moment of sitting there silently did she 
go on, this time with the conviction of atonement. 
“We’ll never work for Madeline Van Waltonscot 
again. I don’t care how much money she has, it isn’t 
worth it. She insisted that Maggie spend a full day with 
her, following her around like a shadow. She wanted 
Maggie to get a feel for her style, was how she put it. I 
told Maggie she didn’t have to go, that she didn’t need 
to play handmaiden to that prima donna if she didn’t 
want to. We were doing a decorating job for her and 
that didn’t have to go beyond showing her swatches 
and carting her around to furniture wholesalers. But 
Maggie said it was no big deal, that if it would make 
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Until now, anyway, he thought, only smiling in an- 
swer. But now his client’s personality was different 
than it had been before. And he liked to think that if 
he’d encountered that same personality attached to 
Maggie Morgan’s face and body, he’d have been just 
as attracted as he was reluctantly finding himself at the 
present. 

But he needed to get back to business. 

“Just out of curiosity,’’ he said, adding a note of 
authority to his tone. “Did Maggie— or you or any of 
the other designers— ever meet a large man with a bent 
nose when you were with Miss Van Waltonscot or at 
her house?” 

Janine Taylor’s well-plucked eyebrows pulled to- 
gether to let him know she thought his question odd. 
“Maggie was the only one of us to deal with Miss Van 
Waltonscot this time around, so none of the rest of us 
would have had occasion to be at her house or meet 
anyone connected to her.” 

“Did Maggie mention anyone? Or any unusual go- 
ings-on to do with Miss Van Waltonscot?” 

“No. What does any of that have to do with locat- 
ing Maggie’s next of kin to return what’s left of her 
belongings?” 

“That isn’t the only thing I’m working on for Miss 
Van Waltonscot. The accident left her with a few gaps 
in her memory that I’m also trying to help her fill.” 

“A few gaps in her memory,” Janine Taylor re- 
peated wryly. “Her carelessness killed one of the nicest 
people I’ve ever met and all she came out of it with 
was a few gaps in her memory. Somehow that doesn’t 
seem fair.” 

"No, I don’t suppose it does,” Logan agreed. But 
he thought he’d learned all he was going to and stood 
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to leave. “I appreciate you taking the time to talk to 
me and I’m sure Maggie Morgan’s cousin will be glad 
to get her things.” 

She took one of her business cards from a silver 
salver on the corner of her desk and handed it to him. 
“Please send this along, too, and let the cousin know 
how sorry we all are and that if he— or is it she?” 

“She.” 

“If she’d like to call and just talk about Maggie or 
what she was doing here or visit her grave, I’d be 
happy to talk to her or show her where she’s buried.” 

That sparked another question in Logan’s mind. 
“Who paid for her funeral?” 

“There was no life insurance so the other designers 
and I all chipped in because we wanted her to have 
something nice. This is the first we’ve heard of a 
cousin and, believe me, we tried to track down some 
family.” 

“As I said, she’s a very distant cousin.” 

“I suppose so distant it took a professional to find 
her.” 

“Right.” Logan picked up the potato box and 
thanked the decorator again for her help. 

Janine Taylor walked him to the door and held it 
open for him. “Good luck working for Madeline Van 
Waltonscot,” she said as he went out. And then added 
under her breath, “You’ll need it.” 

Logan silently agreed. But the luck he needed was 
not for what the woman thought. 

It was for keeping a rein on his attraction to the new 
and improved Madeline Van Waltonscot. Who seemed 
to have a whole lot more of the traits Janine Taylor 
had just described as Maggie Morgan’s, than those of 
the heiress. 



Victoria Padc 


77 


Ioard meetings, Maddie decided as she and Logan 
:ft the one they’d just attended, were not such hor- 
ible things after all. 

Especially when she could attend them as the 
'Oman with all the power. 

And get her nails done at the same time. 

“Wow. Have you ever seen such a great mani- 
ure?” she marveled to Logan when they were back in 
lis Jeep. “Although I did think an important busi- 
less meeting was a weird place to have a manicurist 
waiting, didn’t you?” 

Logan glanced at her from the corner of his eye. 
‘Uh-huh.” 

“So you had the feeling, too, that Madeline Van 
iValtonscot was meant to be seen and not heard, get- 
ing her nails done rather than actually partiripat- 
ng?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“Then you probably didn’t miss how unhappy all 
hose suits were when I spoke up.” But of all the suits 
in the boardroom, Logan looked the best in his navy 
alue pinstripe, and she’d almost been too distracted by 
that to pay attention. 

“I don’t know why they should have been so un- 
happy. You raised your hand and waited until >cu 
were called on before stepping on their bigger idea f .. 

increased profit margins.” . . 

Maddie laughed. “I guess I did look test* raurir.c 

my hand like a kid in a classroom. t 

“Not dumb but a little strange^ 

you happen to be the owner of thc7S3 $i» s 
discussing.” _ t ^ - 

She was tired of splitting hairs o'.-zx ,*T" 
she didn’t remind him that it was Maucuoe ■ ‘ •, 
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board meeting and—" She was babbling. And wish- 
ing she were better at being coy. 

She sighed and gave up the ghost. “The truth is that 
I can’t tell you how much I hate sitting in that dining 
room with seventy-one empty chairs and that huge 
table stretched out in front of me, eating alone.” 

“And you’re asking me to join you.” 

"I’ve tried changing the pattern. Taking a plate to 
my room. Setting things up in front of the televi- 
sion-more normal ways to cat by myself. But it seems 
to wound the chef— everything hns to be served just so 
and in some sort of unimpeachable order, at the din- 
ing room table, only moments away from his prepa- 
ration. And nltcring it gets everyone so upset that I 
don't have the stamina or the heart to go through with 
it.” 

“So that makes me the last alternative? After eat- 
ing alone in your room or in front of the TV?” 

Oh, sure, as if she weren’t aching to have him stay, 
to have his company, to be able to look up from her 
plate to that gorgeous face of his, to hear that laugh 
again, to feel the heat of that gray gaze on her. . . 

But she could hardly say that. Or actually admit it 
to herself since she wasn’t even supposed to be having 
thoughts like that. 

“The food is incredible,” she enticed instead. “Four 
courses of things I usually can’t pronounce but that 
arc so delicious they’ll make you cry.” Of course he 
didn’t need to know that what she was really craving 
was a hot dog smothered in chili, cheese and mus- 
tard. 

"You’re lonely,” he said suddenly. 

“It isn’t as if I’ve found myself in a warm circle of 
friends,” she conceded, realizing as she did, although 
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pants she found in a drawer and a hot pink angora 
tunic sweater that was as soft as a cloud. 

It was also slightly on the warm side for this early in 
autumn so she pushed the sleeves above her elbows. 

Or maybe it wasn’t the weather that was generating 
the heat. Maybe it was radiating from her, because her 
pulse was fast with excitement— and pleasure— more 
than it should have been at the prospect of the next 
couple of hours with Logan. 

Once she was dressed she hung up the suit she’d had 
on before, buttoning all the buttons and smoothing it 
as carefully as if she’d just borrowed it for the occa- 
sion. Then she sat at the dressing table. 

That first sight of herself in the mirror was still a 
jolt, but the shock waves were getting increasingly 
short-lived. And she was beginning to be secretly 
pleased with this new body and face. It almost seemed 
like one of those make-overs she was always seeing in 
magazines— only this one was a roaring success. 

“In fact, you look like a whole new person,” she 
joked to her reflection. 

A whole new person whose appearance needed a lot 
less maintenance than the old one had. 

She ran a brush through the long, silky hair that 
barely needed it and did a minor refreshing of the 
blush on cheekbones she’d only dreamed of h~~r-- 
and she was on her way. 

When no one rushed out to ask if she’d like a ccek- 
tail this evening, Maddie knew Logan must ~~ krrre 
everyone tied up in the kitchen. And since the urkie nr 
the dining room hadn’t been set vet. she ceerhed nr he 
that to keep herself busy. 

Hunting through the four sicehcarhs •?— r - 

china cabinets for the dishes, schtsses. — r-i-r-c- 
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and silverware that were used every night took a while, 
and by the time she’d laid out a place setting at the 
head of the table and one around the comer from it, 
Logan came through the swinging doors to join her. 

“Aha!” he said as if catching her in the act of 
something he’d only suspected her of before. 

“Aha!” she responded the same way, feasting on 
the view of him in just his suit pants and dress shirt 
with the sleeves rolled to midforearm and the collar 
button open. Then she added, “ ‘Aha’ what?” 

He took the glass she’d been about to put on the 
table out of her hand and set it down. Then he clasped 
both of her shoulders and steered her into the seat at 
the head of the table, whispering in her car as lie did, 
“These are the things that are driving your people 
crazy.” 

A shiver of delight skittered along her nerve end- 
ings from the feel of his strong hands and the warmth 
of his breath against her skin. Maddie couldn’t do 
anything but wait for the sensation to subside before 
she could speak. 

And it didn’t pass until he released her to sit in the 
chair around the comer of the table. 

“What things—” she whispered back, but that was 
as far as she got when one of the maids came through 
the door to the kitchen to ask if Maddie wanted din- 
ner served now. 

“What things are—” she tried again, but another 
young woman appeared with the soup course. 

“Maybe the third time will be the charm,” she said 
when they were finally alone again. “What things arc 
driving what people crazy?” 

Logan tested the soup, raised his eyebrows in ap- 
proval, and in a louder, but still confidential voice 
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said, “The lady of the manor does not set her own 
table. Or go into the kitchen to make her own tea and 
ask if anyone else would like a cup. Or lay out her own 
clothes or hang them up when she takes them off. Or 
shower rather than soak in legendary bubble baths 
while her personal assistant advises her of the day’s 
schedule. Or reject two martinis before dinner every 
night in favor of lemonade. Or get up before eleven in 
the morning or eat breakfast anywhere but in bed.” 

He paused long enough to take another spoonful of 
soup and then went on. “The lady of the manor also 
should not need to be told that the television in her 
sitting room is behind a wall that moves with the push 
of a button. Or how to operate her shoe-selection sys- 
tem. Or how to work the intercom. Or—” 

Maddie held up her hand. “In other words, I’ve 
gotten a bad report card.” 

“Not bad. It’s just that since the accident everyone 
thinks that something is wrong with you. You seem 
awkward to them, you don’t do the same things you 
did before and you’re unfamiliar with what goes on 
around here.” 

There seemed to be a note of challenge in his voice, 
as if he were telling her what the staff had said about 
her to see what her reaction would be. 

Her reaction was to answer him in the same quiet 
tone. “Well, what do you expect when I’m a stranger 
to it all?” 

He only raised an eyebrow and Maddie sighed, 
wondering if he was ever going to believe her story. 

She ate some of the soup, too, while Logan heaped 
praise on it. Then she said, “Did you leave out ' 
thing else I’ve confused people about? I better h ^ 
all so I can try' not to rock the boat anymore.” ^ ~y 
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The soup bowls were taken away and the salads 
served before be started to give her a more complete 
version of the oddities the staff had found in her be- 
havior during the past three weeks. 

And by the time he finished they were nearly 
through the main course of broiled salmon fillets in 
dill sauce, angel-hair pasta with fresh tomato and basil 
and braised carrots— which Maddie despised, adding 
one more food that alerted the kitchen to her unusual 
new likes and dislikes. 

They think I’m nuts,” she concluded after the 
;olate mousse arrived. 

They think the accident shook you up more than 
me realized. That it knocked a few screws loose 
that it would be good except they’re all waiting for 
pendulum to swing back at them.” 

Which is why they’re on pins and needles all the 
afraid for their jobs,” she added, thinking about 
lice’s fear over-Maddie just wanting to dress her- 

Basically, yes. Preaccident you never complained 
hanged anything without heads rolling for it.” 
And I’ve been changing a lot— whether I knew it 
ot.” 

Seems so.” He’d been watching her intently all the 
e they were eating and talking, no doubt still cu- 
s about her response. 

r maybe he was finally beginning to see that she 
y wasn’t who he thought she was. 

What about Bent Nose and the man on the an- 
ing machine? Does anyone know about either of 

i?” 

Zilch,” he answered as he tasted the rich dessert 
Maddie didn’t have room for. “No one has seen 
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Bent Nose or knows anything about him. Your per- 
sonal assistant—” 

“Bernice.” 

“—has heard the messages on the answering ma- 
chine but doesn’t have any idea who the caller is. And 
no one knows what might be going on with either of 
them. Apparently it was a pretty hush-hush deal.” 

“Which makes it sound bad and you’re probably 
back to being suspicious of me.” Except that he didn’t 
seem standoffish the way he had when he’d been sus- 
picious before. 

But he didn’t answer her. After another moment of 
studying her, he pushed away from the table and 
stood. 

“What do you say we check out the things in the 
box from Designs Unlimited?” 

She got up, too, whispering to him as she did, 
“Good food, isn’t it?” 

“An odd comment coming from someone who, on 
the very morning of the accident, put the chef on no- 
tice that you weren’t wild for his cooking.” 

‘ ' Oh Lord , no wonder the poor guy has been bend- 
ing over backward every time I don’t eat something.” 
She glanced at the door to the kitchen. “And I left 
those carrots tonight. Maybe I should—” 

Logan’s hands came back to her shoulders the way 
they’d been before. Only this time he steered her out 
of the dining room and into the living room. “Reas- 
sure him tomorrow that he doesn’t need to be looking 
for a new job. We have work to do.” 

But it wasn’t work for Maddie, who anxiously led 
the way into the formal living room where the box "" " 
her belongings was on the floor in the center. 
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She went straight there and knelt beside it. “You 
don’t know how glad I am that there’s something 
left.” 

Not that there was much. Some family photo- 
graphs in nice but inexpensive frames. A wedding al- 
bum and another picture album. Bronzed baby shoes. 
An engraved nameplate. Some old letters tied up in 
faded satin ribbon. A manila envelope from which she 
took the battered purse and broken watch that had 
survived the accident. And a pressed corsage in a glass 

K. 

Logan was sitting on the edge of the cushion of an 
ncbair right beside her, elbows to knees, leaning 
ward to watch what she pulled out. He didn’t make 
iny comments, though, as she explained what ev- 
Uhing was before setting it aside on the floor and 
ing on to the next treasure. But when she held up the 
ss-boxed corsage, he said, “The first prom?” 
Maddie shook her head and smiled at the memory. 
Tie first Daughter’s Day,” she said. “My dad de- 
led that since there was Mother’s Day and Father’s 
iy, I should have a day, too. The first Sunday in July, 
'as ten when the tradition started, and to commem- 
ite it he bought me this corsage. The dog ate the one 
got me the second year— here, there’s a picture.” 
She picked up the all-purpose album, flipped 
ough a few pages until she found what she was 
>king for and then pointed to the photo of a beagle 
h a rose petal poking out of one side of its mouth, 
iking the dog look like a tango dancer. 

‘That was Bridget, our dog. By the fourth Daugh- 
’s Day — ” Maddie turned a few more pages in the 
>um and pointed to another picture “ — I was em- 
Tassed to have a corsage so I made him promise not 
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to ever buy me another one.” And the photograph 
proved just how much she hadn’t liked that third gift 
because the young teenager in it was rolling her eyes 
and making a face while her father pinned it on. 

“Kids just never appreciate some things,” she said 
with a sad little laugh as she gave in to the urge to 
smooth her father’s image with a single index finger as 
if to touch the man himself. 

The sound of a small chuckle of his own made 
Maddie glance up at Logan. 

He looked at her, back at the photo in the album, at 
the corsage in the glass box and then at her again. 
There was the strangest expression on his face— a 
combination of a frown and a sort of awakening, as 
if he were seeing her for the first time. 

“You really are Maggie Morgan, aren’t you?” he 
said after a moment, his deep voice quiet again, al- 
most as though he were talking to himself. 

Maddie smiled at him. “Only on the inside,” she 
said, and for some reason tears sprang to her eyes. 
Hot, stinging tears that took her by surprise, flooding 
her view of him even as she swallowed back the lump 
in her throat and fought them. 

Logan must have seen them, anyway, because he 
stood and pulled her up with him. Wrapping his arms 
around her, he held her pressed close to that big, broad 
chest of his, cupping the back of her head in one hand, 
rubbing a gentle thumb against her hair. 

In the three weeks since Maddie had found herself 
in this predicament, in this body, no one had offered 
her comfort. No one had hugged her. No one had 
touched her in any way that wasn’t perfunctory. No 
one had known— maybe not even she herself— how 
much she grieved for the part of herself that she’d lost. 
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He went on holding her closely, tenderly, letting his 
warmth and strength seep into her pores, renewing her 
in a way no doctor, no servants, no money or power 
could ever do. 

But when his magic worked to dissolve the dark 
feelings she’d suppressed, something else replaced 
them. Something alive and sensual and wonderful. 

Her own arms had found their way around Logan 
and her hands were against his back, but she hadn’t 
realized it before. Now she suddenly became very 
aware of it. Of the feel of his broad shoulders and 
muscled back, the power in them. 

His hand in her hair eased her head away from his 
chest, and those smoldering gray eyes delved into hers, 
searching, looking well past the surface for the first 
time. 

Then he kissed her. Softly, chastely, almost as if he 
were reaching out to the woman she really was inside. 

And he managed it, too. Touching the essence of 
Maddie, the spirit, the heart that she knew was her 
own. 

But only for a moment. A brief moment before he 
ended that sweet kiss and put a little distance between 
them. 

“This isn’t a good idea,” he said in a voice raspier 
than usual, letting her know he’d been as affected as 
she. 

“No, it isn’t,” she agreed even as she tried to re- 
member why. 

“We have a job to do. A lot of things to sort 
through. Maybe some trouble to get you out of be- 
fore it’s too late.” 

“Right,” Maddie agreed, widening the physical 
space he’d left by taking a step backward herself. 
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She could hear in his voice the struggle to return to 
business as he went on. “I think we better start to- 
morrow by going through this house — all of Made- 
line Van Waltonscot’s things— with a fine-tooth comb. 
I don’t suppose you’ve done that, have you?” 

“I’ve only gotten into things I’ve absolutely had 
to,” she confirmed. 

“Well, hopefully we’ll find something to get this 
show on the road.” 

She nodded and repeated, “Tomorrow,” thinking 
that it would be much too long a time until she’d see 
him again but knowing she couldn’t do anything about 
it. 

“For tonight just get some sleep and we’U start fresh 
then,” he ordered. 

It made her laugh a little because sleep was tough to 
come by since he’d taken up residence in her thoughts. 
And in her desires. But she said, “Okay.” 

He ran just one index finger down the side of her 
face, as if he couldn’t resist touching her ag ain — nr 
maybe to convince himself she was real— and said, 
“Good night, Maddie.” 

“Good night,” she answered. And then she watched 
him cross the giant room and disappear into the foyer, 
truly ending the evening with the sound of the front 
door opening and closing behind him. 

She fell back into the chair he’d been sitting cr arc 
blew out a long breath. 

One wrinkle had been smoothed tonigrr see ixw. 
feeling the relief of finally having cerevr terrene 

was who she was. But a new wrinL’e rrr beer rerrr. 
too. 
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In the form of a kiss. 

And she couldn’t help wondering if that new wrin- 
kle might be even harder to iron out than the old one 
had been. 



Chapter Four 


Logan was a levelheaded, pragmatic, show-me kind of 
person who didn’t even read his horoscope. So it 
wasn’t easy for him to accept that the body of Made- 
line Van Waltonscot and the spirit, essence and intel- 
lect of Maggie Morgan had somehow been fused into 
one person— Maddie. 

But as he drove to the Van Waltonscot estate the 
next afternoon he had a gut instinct that Maddie’s 
story was the truth. 

Of course, no matter how farfetched it seemed, she 
could have planted the jewelry in the hiding place at 
the rental house herself. 

And she could be putting on an act with her house 
staff that made it look as if she were awkward and 
unfamiliar with her own home, her own schedule, her 
own likes and dislikes. 

She could even have made up all the stories that 
went with the keepsakes in the box from Designs Un- 
limited although she had seemed to know exactly 
what pictures were in that photo album and the pages 
they were on. 
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And no amount of reasoning seemed to help. 
Because too vivid in his mind was a memory of his 
own . . . 

Of holding that soft body of hers in his arms. 

Of the smell of her hair. 

The feel of her head against his chest. 

The warm sweetness of her lips under his. 

And, damn it all, he just wanted more of it. 


As she showered, Maddie was thinking about 
Logan’s comment the night before that she was lonely. 

It honestly wasn’t something she’d contemplated 
since awakening from the coma— there had been too 
many other things on her mind— but his remark had 
brought the truth home to her. 

Madeline Van Waltonscot might have lived with 
people around her twenty-four hours a day to do her 
bidding, but apparently not only didn’t she have any 
family, she also didn’t have any close friends or any- 
one who really cared about her. 

With the exception of Bent Nose’s s mp e . imrbe 
and brief visit at the hospital, no ore ese inf sr muff 
as dropped by to say hello, not there momr a: home 
since she’d been back. 

A few cards and notes had amoved ro wish her well 
now that she was on her fret agam. hot not one among 
them had been arrvthfm her msnassionate and duti- 
ful. 


Several h: 
ered with v. 
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And there were invitations to luncheons, to fashion 
shows, to functions for good causes, but even those 
were all formal and missing any kind of personal 
touch. 

Even though she hadn’t been in Denver all that long 
and really only knew the other decorators at Designs 
Unlimited, she didn’t have a doubt that they’d have 
been at her bedside, calling her every day, stopping by, 
urging her to return to work and telling her how much 
they missed her. 

And she missed them, she realized now. 

Friendship. Companionship. Comfort in the after- 
math of a terribly traumatic experience. Sharing her 
feelings and fears. Just plain talking, laughing, relax- 
ing and having fun with people whose company she 
enjoyed and who enjoyed hers. 

There hadn’t been any of those things in this new 
life full of cold comforts. 

Until Logan. 

But was it Logan himself she was attracted to? Or 
was she just particularly vulnerable to anyone's kind- 
ness these days? 

Unbidden, a picture of him popped into her mind’s 
eye— the full she feet three inches of male-model per- 
fection. 

Not that being gorgeous was the only thing he had 
going for him, though. He had a quiet charm, too, 
that always made her feel she had his undivided at- 
tention. There was also an aura of competence and 
strength about him that made her know she was safe 
while he was around . 

She recalled the moment when simple comforting 
had turned to more and remembered the feel of his 
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mouth taking hers, the delicious agony of that kiss 
she’d wanted to go on and on. 

In the three weeks since she’d awakened as the heir- 
ess, being with Logan was the best she’ d felt. 

Actually, being with Logan was the best she’d felt 
even before the accident. 

Maybe, since fate seemed to have taken a major 
hand in her life already, she ought to give in to the at- 
traction and trust that it was part of some grand de- 
sign. The same way she had to hope the body exchange 
was. 

Even if her relationship with Logan wasn’t meant to 
be, she reasoned that being with him offered a sort of 
consolation for all she was missing by not having 
awakened as herself. Consolation that couldn’t be 
found in money or the trappings of it. Consolation 
that just might be heaven-sent to replace some of what 
bad been lost to her. 

Except that kissing like they’d done the past two 
nights was definitely not something she’d have been 
getting as Maggie Morgan. 

But the fact that she liked Logan— a lot— that she 
enjoyed his company, that she wanted to spend as 
much time with him as she could, was not something 
she was going to fight or try to talk herself out of 
anymore. 

For the moment, at least, he filled a need she hadn’t 
even known she had, and until things got settled, she 
wasn’t going to turn her nose up at that. Or deny her- 
self. 

She was just going to be grateful for it. Draw from 

j*; Tr y 1° romanticize it. Which meant no nr"- 
kissing. 

If she could help it 
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Maddie was listening for the doorbell when it rang 
or she wouldn’t have heard it. She made a beeline out 
of her suite and did a quick skip down the stairs — as 
quick as sixty-four steps could be skipped down. She 
hoped that Logan wouldn’t mind that she was wear- 
ing the freshly laundered jeans and navy blue shirt 
he’d loaned her the night they’d broken into the rental 
house. 

She’d intended to return the clothes once they’d 
been washed, but when she’d gone into the closet to 
choose an outfit, there they’d been. And since she 
couldn’t find anything more appropriate to wear for 
searching a house, she’d put them on. 

“Hi!” she greeted him as she reached the last few 
stairs, at the same time one of the maids let him in. 

“Hi, yourself,” he answered. 

She feasted on the sight of him as the maid closed 
the front door behind him. 

He wore a pair of jeans and a red polo shirt, both of 
which fit him to perfection. The jeans were just tight 
enough to sldm his hips and muscular thighs, the shirt 
was loose around his narrow middle, but swelled to the 
breadth of his chest and shoulders. The sleeves were 
pulled tight across biceps that Maddie’s hands sud- 
denly itched to explore, and the top two out of three 
buttons were left open around his thick, powerful- 
looking neck. 

No question about it, the man was definitely to-die- 
for. 

“I hope you don’t mind that I’m wearing your 
clothes again,” she said when the maid had left them 
alone. “I really am going to return them. In fact, I was 
thinking of making you a proposition to get myself 
some reolacements.” 
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That hadn’t come out quite the way she’d meant it 
to, and the one-sided smile on Logan’s supple mouth 
told her he knew it but wasn’t likely to let her off the 
hook. 

His gray eyes went from the top of her head to her 
feet and back again. “You look great in the clothes, 
but propositioning your way out of them? Isn’t that a 
little drastic?” 

“Not the kind of a proposition you mean,” she 
reprimanded playfully. “I was thinking that maybe we 
could do a little shopping for some casual clothes of 
my own, and if you’d pay for them you could add it 
to the statement you send— along with a little extra for 
your trouble. Then Bernice will forward it to the ac- 
countant, who will pay you in full, and that way I’ll 
have a couple of pairs of jeans and some regular shirts 
for days like today.” 

“Planning to do a lot of house searches, are you?” 
“No, I just don’t seem to have any knock-around 
clothes.” 

“Who are you thinking of knocking around?” 
“Come on, you know what I mean,” she objected 
even though she was enjoying his banter. There was 
something different about him today, less business- 
like, more friendly. 

He looked her up and down again, this time with an 
assessing lift of one eyebrow. Then he nodded. “You 
do look good in a pair of blue jeans. It’d be a shame 
not to see you in them more often.” 

His compliment sent a little thrill along the surface 
of her skin. She tried to ignore it. “I still feel sort of 
funny about spending Madeline Van Waltonscot’s 
money even this way, but—” 

THffllr rnmirtM K r, /»LO 1 * 



98 The Case of the Accidental Heiress 

“No, that never even occurs to me. I saw her dis- 
appear into the light.” 

“The light?” 

“Long story.” 

“Mmm. Well, save it for later then. But as far as I 
can tell, with the body and the life came the money, 
Maddie. The whole kit and caboodle are yours. So 
why feel guilty about spending some of it?” 

“It just seems weird, that’s all. Especially when I 
have to use subterfuge to get myself some blue jeans. 
It seems like stealing.” 

“It isn’t, though.” 

“Well, anyway, maybe today we’ll come across a 
stash of cash earmarked for me. Then I can use that 
and I won’t need to involve you.” 

“I don’t mind,” he assured her amiably. “But 
somewhere down the line you might try saying the ac- 
cident left your motor skills altered and that’s why 
your signature looks different now. I’m sure you won’t 
have any problem getting new credit cards issued, and 
the bank will no doubt make all the allowances you 
need on any accounts for Madeline Van Waltonscot.” 

She pretended to be shocked, even as she reveled in 
this more relaxed Logan S trammel, who apparently 
really did believe her now. “Are you aiding and abet- 
ting me?” 

“Guess I am. Again. And why not? It’s too late to 
pull out now.” 

“Okay, then. First the searching, then the shop- 
ping. Shall we start upstairs in my room?” 

“Now that does sound like a proposition,” he 
teased her, maybe not as innocently as she’d thought. 

“In your dreams, Strammel,” she countered. 
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He grinned and swept an arm toward the stairs. 
“After you.” 

As Maddie headed back the way she’d come, she 
said, “I’ve already gone through the clothes drawers 
and the closet and didn’t come up with anything.” 
She’d made sure to do it herself that morning because 
she hadn’t wanted him to search through all that sexy, 
lacy underwear. 

“Did you take the drawers all the way out, check the 
bottoms, the sides, the backs, to make sure nothing 
was taped to them?” 

Chagrined, she said, “No, I didn’t think to look in 
any of those places.” 

“How about inside all the pockets of the clothes, 
inside all the shoes, the purses, anything and every- 
thing there’s an inside to?” 

Again she grimaced at her own oversight. “Nope.” 
“Looks like we’d better do it again, then.” 

So much for trying to circumvent anything. 

She led the way into the closet and stepped to one 
side so he could join her. When he did, he paused and 
glanced around the whole large space, somewhat slack 
jawed. “And you don’t have enough to wear?” 

She laughed. “Amazing, isn’t it? I didn’t say I don’t 
have enough to wear, but believe it or not, in all of this - 
stuff there isn’t a single pair of blue jeans or a plain 
old T-shirt.” 

“Who’d need them?” 

"Me.” 

That made him laugh a little, though she didn’t 
know why. But rather than enlightening her, he merely 
shook his head and pointed to the built-in dresser 
drawers. “Might as well start there.” 
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But “there” was where the underwear waited, and 
it took Mad die a moment of shoring up her courage 
to follow him. 

Not that she needed it. 

He was all business from then on, searching more 
thoroughly than she would ever have known to do and 
teaching her as he did. 

The closet was the biggest job and they emptied 
every purse and checked out every pocket and shoe, 
every hatbox and nook and cranny of the space. Af- 
ter that her private office and the rest of the suite were 
a breeze. 

Then they moved on to the remainder of the house, 
which was easier still since the other two top-floor 
suites were as empty of personal effects as the guest 
rooms on the second level. 

The first floor was no small task, but even though 
they emptied innumerable drawers and generally 
umed each room inside out, at the end of the dp" 
vhat little they had to show for their work had st 
»me from Maddie’s rooms. 

As they shared another feast of an evening mea 
x>gan laid it all on the table in front of them. They’ 
truck gold in the form of the heiress’s day plannei 
/hich contained her checkbook, credit cards, addres 
iook and calendar. 

They’d also unearthed two unsigned notes in a sho 
ox in the very back of the closet. One said, “Re 
lyed refusal and message to leave you alone.” The 
ther said, “Gave second warning and did some van- 
alizing to let them know we mean business.” Buf 
either of the notes bore anything that could be used 
:> trace them to the sender.. 
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“Those don’t make things look good,” Maddie said 
in reference to them. “Unless they’re from Bent Nose 
and he’s been hired to get someone to stop doing 
something bad to Madeline Van Waltonscot, then 
maybe that means she wasn’t doing anything illegal, 
after all, but just trying to protect herself.” 

“Mmm,” Logan murmured noncommittally. “Ex- 
cept that vandalizing is still vandalizing and that is il- 
legal.” 

“Maybe it’s not as bad as it sounds, though. Maybe 
whoever he’d warned is really awful and dangerous 
and didn’t pay attention to the first message, so Bent 
Nose had to do something more drastic. And if who- 
ever he’s warning was doing something illegal to be- 
gin with, wouldn’t that make it sort of justifiable?” 

“Did the guy on the answering machine sound to 
you like somebody doing something so rotten he de- 
served whatever he got?” 

“No. He sounded like somebody having something 
undeservedly bad done to him,” she admitted. 

Logan didn’t respond. He only set the notes aside 
and pulled the day planner close enough for them both 
to look through as they ate. 

The checkbook ledger wasn’t much more revealing 
than the notes had been. Clearly the accountant did 
take care of the bills because the heiress wrote very few 
checks, mainly to stores. But there were three large 
amounts written to cash — one of them dated just the 
day before the accident. Since they hadn’t come across 
much money to show for it, Logan guessed they were 
payments to Bent Nose. 

“Which adds points to the illegal column,” Mad— 
die conceded. “Otherwise, if what Bent Nose is do y''~' 
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Logan grinned at her. “What did you expect? That 
we’d look under B and find Bent Nose, Thug for Hire, 
listed?” 

She smiled back. “It would have been nice.” 

“We didn’t do too badly. Tomorrow wc can pay a 
visit to the accountant and the lawyer, ask a few ques- 
tions, get a copy of whatever wills are in effect— 
Madeline Van Waltonscot’s, if there is one, and 
whatever it took for her to inherit all she did.” 

“You think this is over her inheritance? Or maybe 
what she could leave to someone else?” 

“Money brings out the worst in people. And when 
there’s as much involved as there is here, we can’t dis- 
count that someone might have felt they should have 
gotten a share of it, or should when she dies. Then, 
too, there’s blackmail, although that would be harder 
to trace through a lawyer or an accountant. But 
they’re places to start, anyway. Plus, if we see the ac- 
countant, I’m betting he’d be the man to do whatever 
it takes to accommodate a change in your signature on 
credit cards and checks.” 

Maddie nodded, appreciating his help and idea.'. 
Among other things. 

“I can also get him to reimburse you for whatever l 
spend tonight.” 

“Don’t worry about that.” 

They’d finished eating by then, are sre * ' 
ious to go shopping so she suggests^ tbs? P-* 

Logan folded the notes and put teem rr ere 
compartments of the day planner. 
this handy since it’s basically a!* ^ 73 P :T ~ v 

But as he said that and cegnp 50 
paper they’d overlooked 
inside of the organizer and • 
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“What’s this?” Maddie mused, picking it up to find 
a phone number on it. No name. No address. Just a 
number. 

Logan studied it, did a quick scan through the ad- 
dress book for one that matched it but didn’t find 
anything. 

“So it could be a lead!” Maddie said excitedly. 

“Could be.” 

“But you don’t sound convinced. What else would 
a single piece of paper, hidden away in the planner, 
with only an anonymous phone number on it be?” 

He laughed at her excitement. “Just about any- 
thing.” 

“But it could be a lead.” 

“Yes, it could be.” 

“So what are we going to do about it?” she asked 
is if top-secret documents had just fallen into their 
lands. 

“How about dial the number and see who an- 
swers?” 

Maddie didn’t waste any time bringing him the 
phone, which was on one of the sideboards and was 
xratained in an oak box that looked as if it should 
iold expensive cigars. 

She kept her eyes and ears trained on Logan as he 
dialed, but after a long moment he hung up again 
without having said anything. 

“No answer,” he explained. “But there’s another 
way to check it out,” he said, as if to reinflate her ap- 
petite for the intrigue of it all. Which it did. 

“How?” she demanded eagerly. “And if you say to 
keep calling until someone answers, I’m going to 
punch you.” 
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He laughed. “A reverse phone book. It’ll list the 
numbers in order and give us the name and address of 
who it belongs to.” 

“Great! Where do we get one?” 

Logan didn’t answer. Instead he made another 
phone call, this one to someone who sounded like a 
friend. And when it ended he said, * We re all set. First 
shopping and then to the police station when the night 
shift starts. I have a buddy who’ll let us use the re- 
verse directory there.’ ’ 

“Ooh, now this is getting interesting,” Maddie 
nearly whispered, as if no one should overhear. 

Logan rolled his eyes at her at the same time his 
mouth gave her a smile that said he was enjoying her. 
“Let’s just hope it’ll get us more information,” he said 
as he picked up the organizer and ushered her out of 
the house. 

Shopping was easy enough once Maddie discov- 
ered what sizes fit her new body. She came away with 
three pairs of blue jeans, a pair of black ones, a 
chambray shirt, a pink-and-tan plaid blouse and two 
turtleneck T-shirts. She also bought a pair of desert 
boots and a package of men’s undershirts— extra- 
large— to sleep in. 

“Now I feel like I can tackle anything,” she con- 
fided as Logan carried her packages out to his Jeep. 

And yet she was going to hate giving back his shirt 
after it had been laundered again because she liked the 
feel of something that belonged to him wrapped 
around her. Not that she wanted to admit that. Even 
to herself. 

It was nearly ten by the time they got to the police 
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cers they passed on their way through the building, 
only about half of them greeted Logan with any sort 
of friendliness. And even most of those seemed to do 
so furtively, as if they didn’t want to be caught frat- 
ernizing with him. 

If Logan noticed— and Maddie didn’t know how he 
couldn’t have— he didn’t comment on it. Maddie 
found it all very curious and began to wonder under 
what conditions he’d left the force. 

Even Jerry Duke, the buddy he’d called earlier, 
loked around before closing Logan and Maddie into 
private office. 

But just as Maddie was about to ask why Logan 
emed to be such a pariah around there, the tall, 
^avyset policeman came back with the reverse direc- 
>ry. 

He stayed long enough to exchange a few ameni- 
es, then left them to the phone book and the com- 
uter terminal on a table at one side of the room. 
Since Logan seemed more inclined to get to work 
lan to talk, Maddie saved her questions for later. 
“Harry Denton,” Logan announced when he’d 
joked up the telephone number. “He lives in Thom- 
>n. Here—” he handed her the day planner they’d 
rought with them “ —write this down.” 

Maddie turned to the notepad and he dictated the 
lformation. 

“He’s listed as a detective,” Logan finished. 

That raised Maddie’s eyebrows. “A detective? Like 
police detective?” 

“Private, I’m sure. I don’t know any police detec- 
ves who use the title in the phone book.” 

“So this guy is a detective as in Strummel Investi- 
ations detectives, then.” 
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“Only Strammel Investigations wouldn’t do what 
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about Madeline van ", ., . 

bis brother for something that hadn’t sounded as if it 


were on the level. 

“So you think she found Hairy Denton instead, 
Maddie concluded. “And that he s the H.D. on the 


calendar.” 

“Seems possible. Does that name ring any bells?” 
he asked as he closed the directory. 

“Not for me. Does it for you?” 

Logan shook his head. 

"The name isn’t listed in the address hook,” Mad- 
die said when she’d checked the heiress’s entries. 

“Guess they didn’t exchange Christmas cards. Let’s 
plug him into the computer and see if he has a rec- 
ord,” Logan suggested, going to the machine. 

Maddie pulled a chair to sit beside him in front of 
it as he punched in the necessary codes to access what 
he needed. 


“Nope. Harry Denton has a slew of unpaid park- 
ing tickets from all over the city, but no record.” 

“Any information on who he is?” 

“Not from parking tickets-they’re usually issued 
without the person being anywhere around, which 
means the vehicle information is all that’s available in 
the system.” 

“I guess that means it doesn’t say if he has a bent 
nose or not, huh?” 


“Unbelievable what’s omitted, isn’t it?” he said 
playing along. ’ 

“What about his occupation? If he’s a P.I., doesn’t 

of Sr? 01 S ° m£thing and wouIdtf f there be 
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“The state of Colorado doesn’t require a VI 
be a P.I. Anybody can hang out a shingle 
the title.” 

“Oh. Then even some creep who’d do bad 
people could call himself a detective.” \f, 
“Afraid so.” | 

“Well, at least now we have a name and 
Thaf s something,” she said with a sigh. |i 

But Logan wasn’t ready to abandon this ti \ 
“Let’s try a couple of other things and see v.) 
come up with.” % 

The screen went blank, and then he brou'; 
some different files, explaining as he did. “V 
check for reports of harassment and see if Mi; 
Van Waltonscot’s or Harry Denton’s name con 
And we can check into any recent vandalism, se 
find anything.” 

Maddie watched intently, but when the con 
had completed its search they didn’t know an; 
they hadn’t before. 

“Okay. How about Madeline Van Waltonsco 
suggested as he typed in the name. “One D.’ 
charges dropped. One reckless-driving citatior 
date of the accident— charges dropped.” 

“How can that be? She was responsible for a 
and didn’t even get a ticket?” 

“Money, power, connections, social po; 
Maddie. And a damn good lawyer who fixed 1 
even while his client was lying in a coma. Be g" 
you’d be facing a hornet’s nest for what she did 
That was true. The reminder cooled her : 
outrage and brought her back to matters at har 
don’t suppose there’s any mention of her beii 
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volved in some way with a guy named Harry Den- 

Logan shook bis head. “Just the two tickets, noth- 
ing else. Except . . ” He punched in some other com- 
mands, and different information came up on the 
screen. “Not coincidentally, at the same time as both 
citations, Madeline Van Waltonscot became a very, 
very generous contributor to some programs that are 
near and dear to every cop’s heart. The college- 
scholarship fund for kids of cops. The fund to help 
families of cops killed in action. The Dare to Keep 
Kids off Drugs program— ” 

“Which is how she got away with—” Maddie had 
almost said murder, but it seemed too extreme a 
statement, so she amended it “—with not having the 
tickets upheld.” 

“Mmm,” Logan agreed. Then he glanced at her out 
of the comer of his eye and smiled devilishly. “How 
about Miss Maggie Morgan? I wonder if we have 
anything on her.” 

"Only if there’s a file on model citizens.” 

“In borrowed bodies.” 

“Heyl This body better not just be a loaner. It bet- 
ter be a keeper or I’m in bigger trouble than we 
thought.” 

Here it is. She’s wanted for body snatching 
in seventeen states.” 

Maddie slapped his arm playfully, wishing she 
weren’t so aware of the hardness of his biceps even in 
such contact. “Very funny. What’s really there?” 

“I’m afraid you’re only a statistic, love. Auto- 
accidcnt fatality.” He looked straight at her. “Good 
thing we know better.” 
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She smiled at him, grateful for that vote of confi- 
dence, and tried not to be pleased by the endearment 
that he’d probably only intended to cushion what he 
was saying. 

But he grinned back at her, and for a moment his 
shining gray eyes held hers, compounding the effect. 
But more than the word or the look, she had the sense 
of a new closeness between them, a closeness that sent 
a heat wave through her that nearly melted her in- 
sides. 

And then the door opened and Jerry Duke poked 
his head in, interrupting the moment. 

“I have to answer a domestic disturbance. You 
about through? I’d hate to have somebody find you in 
here when I’m not around to run interference.” 

Logan exited the computer program. “All set.” 

“Great, then come on and I’ll walk out with you 
guys.” 

The other man said it as if they needed his escort, 
but Logan didn’t seem to notice that, either. He turned 
off the computer, took the day planner in one hand 
and Maddie’s elbow in the other. 

Just that simple touch was enough to keep her oc- 
cupied on the way out as Logan and Jerry Duke made 
small talk. It sent tiny bolts of lightning up her arm 
and left her fighting hard against liking the silent pos- 
sessiveness it relayed. 

And then they were back at his Jeep. He handed her 
up into the passenger seat and let go. 

Very disappointing. Maddie suffered the loss in si- 
lence during the five minute drive to the Van Walton- 
scot estate and then realized with a jolt as Logan 
parked in front of the house that if she didn’t do 
something in a flash he was going to go home. 
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that he’d probably only intended to cushion what he 
was saying. 

But he grinned back at her, and for a moment his 
shining gray eyes held hers, compounding the effect. 
But more than the word or the look, she had the sense 
of a new closeness between them, a closeness that sent 
a heat wave through her that nearly melted her in- 
sides. 

And then the door opened and Jerry Duke poked 
his head in, interrupting the moment. 

“I have to answer a domestic disturbance. You 
about through? I’d hate to have somebody find you in 
here when I’m not around to run interference.” 

Logan exited the computer program. “All set.” 

“Great, then come on and I’ll walk out with you 
guys.” 

The other man said it as if they needed his escort, 
but Logan didn’t seem to notice that, either. He turned 
off the computer, took the day planner in one hand 
and Maddie’s elbow in the other. 

Just that simple touch was enough to keep her oc- 
cupied on the way out as Logan and Jerry Duke made 
small talk. It sent tiny bolts of lightning up her arm 
and left her fighting hard against liking the silent pos- 
sessiveness it relayed. 

And then they were back at his Jeep. He handed her 
up into the passenger seat and let go. 

Very disappointing. Maddie suffered the loss in si- 
lence during the five minute drive to the Van Walton- 
scot estate and then realized with a jolt as Logan 
parked in front of the house that if she didn’t do 
something in a flash he was going to go home. 
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“I broke the blue wall of silence— the code that says 
cops protect other cops, cover for them, keep their 
mouths shut about them or what they do.” 

“No matter what they might do?” 

“Some say yes. And in a lot of instances I agree. It 
isn’t an easy job and sometimes rules have to be bro- 
ken, limits stretched, slack given. But when you run 
into a cop who’s doing more than that, who’s crossed 
the line into criminal activity of their own, well, I 
couldn’t just keep quiet and let it go on.” 

“Of course you couldn’t. I wouldn’t think any cop 
could.” Maddie was less interested in eating than in 
Logan and concentrated on the play of emotions 
crossing his face as he spoke. “Can I know what hap- 
pened?” she asked gently. 

He shrugged one of those broad shoulders. “It isn’t 
a secret. There was a cop who’d been on the force 
twenty-some years, well liked, well connected — his 
brother-in-law had the ear of the police commis- 
sioner, no less. Anyway, I got partnered with Drum- 
mond when both of our usual partners were out on 
leave. And I caught him taking bribes, big money, to 
look the other way on drug deals. One of those deals 
led to a murder, which was how I had my eyes opened 
about him and when I felt I had to bust him, cop or 
not.” 

“It seems to me that there should have been some 
sort of commendation for that.” 

He shook his head and seemed to lose his appetite, 
too, sliding the dish away and leaning on his forearms 
on the counter. “The blue wall of silence is a cocte of V 
loyalty among the people who arc supposed to - ^ 
good guys. This was a deal where one of the gor 
looking the other way meant one of the ba 
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“Ah, you think I’m here to torture you,” she teased 
to make light of this suddenly more serious mood. 

“Or reward me?” he suggested with a hint of a 
devilishly delicious grin that teased again. 

But there was nothing teasing in the hand he reached 
to her cheek, drawing her as if by magic nearer to him 
as he delved into her eyes with his. And Maddie went 
willingly, giving in to the pull of that magnetic man 
and her own feelings for him. 

He captured her mouth with his in a kiss that was 
firm, gently forceful, staking a claim to her, almost 
branding her with the heat of it. 

And Maddie welcomed it all, melting against that 
big body of his with one hand at the hard, muscled 
mound of his pectoral, savoring the mastery of his 
kiss, the feel of his body so close, the leashed power 
that emanated from him. 

His h'ps parted and urged hers to do the same so his 
tongue could find its way to hers to do a little circle 
dance that sent shivers down her spine. 

But Maddie met him and matched him, eager to 
: learn the steps he was teaching, the tastes and textures 

I of him, the delights. 

\ His arm was wrapped around her, bolding her, 

S while the other hand still cupped her face, slowly 

• tracing her jawline with his thumb in sensual stro 'es 
that set off sparks there, too, as only his Iouc ^ c< ?' J . ' 

I I Maddie’s head was far back, her eyes do ^ 

t him at that moment seemed as B&*' r -l, ^ 

; \ breathing and she couldn’t give it up. • 

. Yet, all too soon, he ended it. 

\ Not abruptly, but with a few fa* „ 
i two short, chaste kisses on ■ 

i 03 the tip 0 f her nose. 
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Logan was right behind her to help her put the 
jacket on over the tapestry vest and snowy white, high- 
collared blouse she wore. But once it was in place she 
again lost his touch. Then she got it back when she 
turned to go down the stairs because he took her el- 
bow along the way to help her into the Jeep. 

Maybe she’d gone crazy, she thought, to be so in- 
tensely aware of such minor contact, such simple 
courtesies. But, crazy or not, she just couldn’t help 
herself. 

“So. I know we’re on a mission to get a copy of 
whatever wills are in effect, but what else are we fish- 
ing for today?” she asked in an effort to distract her 
wayward thoughts. 

Before she knew it they were at the downtown Den- 
ver offices of Bums, Bums & Bums. 

The law firm occupied two of four row houses that 
had been completely renovated on the east edge of the 
city. Salvaged from the jaws of decay, they were now 
restored to their original dignity on the outside and 
commanded rents no mere mortals could afford. 

Bums, Bums & Bums apparently had no problem 
with that. 

Inside the three-story brownstone was an elegant 
reception area that combined cool, calming pastels 
and modem art in the wall sculptures that all looked 
like wind-washed sand dunes tipped with pale whis- 
pers of lavender, mauve and lime green. 

Maddie had only to approach the receptionist’s is- 
land and draw one glance before the young woman 
jumped to her feet. “Miss Van Waltonscot! So nice to 
see you! Mr. Bums said to bring you back the minute 
you arrived. Can I get you a cup of espresso? Or a 
soda? Or Tea? Or-” 
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“We’re fine, thanks,” Maddie answered to stop th 
gush, trying a smile to put the woman at case. 

“Please, come right this way.” 

The receptionist led them down a hall to the firs 
door on the left, knocked once and opened an oal 
door labeled Melvin Burns. 

A man of about sixty with white hair and large 
protruding cars was already pushing away from th< 
glass table that served as his desk. He hurried t< 
Maddie, grasping her hand in both of his when hi 
reached her. 

“My dear! How good it is to see you looking sc 
well!” he gushed, too. Maybe it was office policy. 

“Thank you,” Maddie answered. “Amd than! 
you— the firm— for the flowers that were sent to the 
hospital when I woke up. They were really pretty.” 

H is mouth kept on smiling, but his bushy eyebrow* 
dipped together in a split-second frown. 

Maddie realized belatedly that she probably should 
have said the flowers were ‘lovely’, or something more 
in keeping with the way Madeline Van Waltonscoi 
would have phrased it. But it was too late now so she 
didn’t try amending her words. Instead she intro- 
duced Logan, who had drawn a questioning glance 
from the attorney. 

“We use Strummcl Investigations, but I don’t re- 
call hearing your name,” he said with faint attempt to 
cover his suspicion. 

“I’ve only recently joined the agency.” 

“I sec,” the older man said, ushering Maddie to a 
chair in front of his desk as if he were claiming own- 
ership of her and putting distance between her and 
Logan. “Well, why don’t you go out and tell our re- 
ceptionist who you arc, ask her to introduce you 


Dear Reader, 


YOU MAY BE A POST BOX AWAY FROM 
BEING OUR NEW £600,000 WINNER! 

Scratch off the gold on Game Cards 1- 
7 to automatically qualify for a chance * 
to win a cash prize of up to £600,000 in 
lifetime cash! Do the same on Game Cards 8 & 9 
to automatically get free books and a free 
surprise gift — and to try Silhouette’s® no- 
risk Reader Service, It’s a delightful way to 
get our best novels each month — before they’rt 
available in the shops — with no obligation to 
buy, ever. Here’s how it works, satisfaction 
fully guaranteed: 

After receiving your free books, if you don’t 
want any more, just write “cancel” on the 
accompanying despatch note and return it to us. 
If you do not cancel, each month we’ll send yot 
6 brand new novels to read and enjoy & invoice 
you just £2.40* each. That’s the complete 
price, there is no extra charge for postage and 
packing. 


You may cancel at any time, but if you choose 
to continue, every month we’ll send you 6 more 
books, which you may either purchase or return 
— the choice is yours . 


Yours sincerely, 

<Siuqm* 


Susan Welland, 

for the Reader Service 


P.S. Don’t Forget to include 
your Bonus Token. 

OFFICIAL RULES 

MILLION DOLLAR SWEEPSTAKES AND EXTRA BONUS PRIZE DRAWING 

No purchase necessary. To enter, follow the directions published. For eligibility, entries must be received no later the 
March 31, 1998 No liability fs assumed for printing errors, lost, late, non-delivered cr misdirected entries. Odds i 
winning are determined by the dumber of eligible entries distributed and received 

Sweepstakes open to residents Df the U S (except Puerto Pico), Canada and Europe who are 18 years of age cr old! 
Ail applicable laws and regulations apply. Sweepstakes offer void wherever prohibited by law. This Svreepstakes 
presented by Torstar Corp.. Its subsidiaries and affiliates, in conjunction with book, merchandise and/or produi 
offerings. For a copy of the Official Rules send a setf*addre$sed, stamped envelope !o: 

Million Dollar Sweepstakes am) Extra Sonus Prize Drawing Rules ‘98. Harlequin Mills & Boon, UK: P.0 Box 23l 
Croydon. Surrey, CR9 3RU. IRELAND. P.0 Box 4546, Dublin 24, SRSL: 


•Terms and prices subject to change without notice. Offer Closes 30th November 1997, All orders subjer 



Victoria Fade 


131 


chair behind the glass table again. “You know I’m al- 
ways happy to come to the house to discuss whatever 
is on your mind.” 

Oh, great, Maddie thought, another slip out of 
character. “We were going to be around here today, 
anyway,” she lied to explain it. Then, before he could 
say anything else, she went on. “Let me get right to the 
point so we don’t take too much of your time—” 

Another of those smiling frowns. “My dear, I’m at 
your disposal for the entire afternoon. I’ve cleared my 
calendar for you.” 

“You shouldn’t have done that. This won’t take 
long. I didn’t mean for you to cancel other people just 
forme.” 

The frown lingered and the smile froze, and she 
knew she was getting herself in deeper and deeper. 
Clearly she was sitting across from yet another per- 
son who knew the real Madeline Van Waltonscot well. 
Certainly well enough to know she’d have thought 
nothing of a high-powered attorney casting off an en- 
tire half day of other clients for her on the spur of the 
moment. 

She sat up straighter and used a more formal tone 
to get down to business so she could finish with this as 
soon as possible. “I’m afraid the accident has left me 
with some gaps in my memory. I was hoping you 
might be able to fill them for me. And I’d also like a 
copy of all the wills— past and present— that apply to 
the Van Waltonscot estate.” 

11 All the wills? But there’s only the one left by your 
father when he passed on. You know your mother 
didn’t have one when she died the year before. She 
didn’t need one— nothing was in her name. And as for 
anything current, I’ve been trying to persuade you to 
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“We’re fine, thanks,” Maddie answered to stop the 
gush, trying a smile to put the woman at ease. 

“Please, come right this way.” 

The receptionist led them down a hall to the first 
; door on the left, knocked once and opened an oak 
door labeled Melvin Burns. 

A man of about sixty with white hair and large, 
protruding ears was already pushing away from the 
glass table that served as his desk. He hurried to 
Maddie, grasping her hand in both of his when he 
. reached her. 

! “My dear! How good it is to see you looking so 
j well!” he gushed, too. Maybe it was office policy. 

1 “Thank you,” Maddie answered. “And thank 
: you— the firm— for the flowers that were sent to the 

hospital when I woke up. They were really pretty.’ ’ 

His mouth kept on smiling, but his bushy eyebrows 
dipped together in a split-second frown. 

■ Maddie realized belatedly that she probably should 
f have said the flowers were ‘lovely’, or something more 
| in keeping with the way Madeline Van Waltonscot 
< would have phrased it. But it was too late now so she 
; didn’t try amending her words. Instead she intro- 
( duced Logan, who had drawn a questioning glance 
from the attorney. 

“We use Strummel Investigations, but I don’t re- 
call hearing your name,” he said with faint attempt to 
cover his suspicion. 

s# ; “I’ve only recently joined the agency/’ 

‘Tj 1 , 3 ^ ee>>> older man said, ushering Maddie to a 

j chair in front of his desk as if he were claiming own- 
\ ^ h, P ° ( f ( her and putting distance between her and 
^3 | Logan. “Well, why don’t you go out and tell our re- 

\ ^P 11001 ^ who you are, ask her to introduce you 
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allow me to draw one up. Actually, I was hoping that 
after the close call of the accident. . His voice trailed 
off as if he’d ventured into a delicate topic. 

“As Miss Van Waltonscot said,” Logan put in, 
“she has some gaps in her memory. You’ll have to 
forgive her for anything she’s no longer aware of.” 

The lawyer acknowledged Logan by sliding his gaze 
in Logan’s direction without moving his bead. “Am I 
to assume you, too, are helping to ‘fill the gaps’?” 

“I’m trying to help her discover what she’s forgot- 
ten, yes,” Logan answered in measured tones. 

An ugly little smile skittered across the attorney’s 
mouth, but he pushed a button on a desk intercom and 
asked someone to make a copy of the Van Waltonscot 
will. 

When that was done Maddie continued. “I have a 
vague recollection of getting you to recommend a pri- 
vate investigator but, odd as it may seem, I don’t re- 
member what I wanted one for before. Did I mention 
my initial reason to you?” 

Melvin Burns seemed to ignore Logan again. “I 
wish I could be of some assistance, but I don’t know 
why you wanted the name of a detective. You didn’t 
say. In fact, you were very clear about not wanting to 
discuss it with me.” 

Clear enough to have offended him, if the indigna- 
tion underlying his tone was any indication. 

“Did you also recommend a man named Harry 
Denton, by any chance?” Logan asked. 

The lawyer addressed Maddie as if she’d been the 
one to pose the question. “Harry Denton? No, I don’t 
know who that is.” And he didn’t much care. Instead 
he showed his suspicions once more. “I’d been led to 
understand that you had returned to perfect health 
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since the accident. No one said anything about mem- 
ory loss.” 

“It’s only gaps here and there,” Maddie assured 
him. “And I should also warn you that there’s been a 
change in my motor skills— for instance, my hand- 
writing is different now, so you’ll find my signature is 
not the same. I’m told a head injury can produce both 
effects. But since that’s all I was left with and I’m 
otherwise shipshape, I consider it a blessing.” 

“Shipshape” seemed to have been another misstep 
because the lawyer stared at her for a moment before 
he said, “The head injury seems to have altered more 
than your memory and motor functions. I’ve never 
known you to be so. . . Well, it’s almost as if you have 
a new lease on life,” he finished, seeming to opt for 
the best way he could think to put it. 

“I do, actually,” Maddie agreed. “Coming that 
near to death has altered the way I think, the way I 
look at things and people, at everything, really. So I 
guess I’m not the woman I used to be.” In fact, she 
was getting pretty brave to make a remark like that. 

“Well, we’re all just glad you’re back with us after 
such a horrible ordeal. And looking even better 
than—” 

Two knocks on the door interrupted him as a very 
young man in a too-tight shirt collar came in carrying 
a manila envelope. He handed it to Melvin Bums, 
muttered something and left. 

The lawyer looked inside and then gave it to Mad- 
die. “That’s the will. Can I persuade you to do some 
preliminaries on one of your own now?” 

“Maybe later. Today we have some other things to 
do and can’t stay.” 
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Logan shrugged. “It wasn’t your fault, and it was 
no big deal. Forget it.” 

That wasn’t easy to do, but Maddie was at a loss as 
to what to say beyond the apology. 

They’d reached the Jeep by then and Logan helped 
her into it. Then he went around to the driver’s side 
and got in himself. 

“I’m really glad that’s over,” she confided. “I felt 
like a bad imposter who was going to be found out any 
minute.” 

“You did fine.” He nodded toward the envelope in 
her lap. “Why don’t you read the will to us on the way 
out to Thornton?” 

Maddie settled back, removed the sheets of paper 
from the envelope and began to read the document. 

It took the whole drive to the northeast suburb to 
1 get through it all, even though it was pretty straight- 
forward once she’d cut through the legalese. 

Eight years ago, at the death of her father, Made- 
line Van Waltonscot had inherited everything he’d 
owned. Grocery stores, stocks, bonds, houses, cars, a 
meat-packing plant, a cannery, a whole fleet of trucks, 
a yacht, a vast collection of art and other cash and 
personal assets that had amounted to a staggering 
fortune. 

No one else was mentioned in the will, nor were 
there any stipulations or conditions ruling it. The Van 
Waltonscot estate was all— free and clear— Madeline 
Van Waltonscot’s, to do with as she pleased. 

The document didn’t have any clues that would help 
Maddie and Logan discover who the husband and wife 
were in the anonymous notes, any reason anyone 
would be bothering the heiress or why it would re- 
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quire hiring someone to wreak havoc in their lives to 
get them to stop. 

But under the shock of learning the extent of the 
fortune, Maddie could hardly think about what they 
hadn’t learned. Instead, when Logan finally located 
the other detective’s residence, her head was still 
spinning. Dazed, she followed him across the weed- 
ridden, overgrown yard to the run-down, ramshackle 
house. 

Not that be required anything of her. No one was 
there and he was perfectly capable of peeking in the 
windows himself, pointing out an answering machine 
in pieces, as if Harry Denton had tried to play repair- 
man— which accounted for not even a machine an- 
swering their calls to the place. 

In the end, Logan left a note in Harry Denton’s 
mailbox, informing him to call Madeline Van Wal- 
tonscot immediately. 

Only when they got back in the Jeep and Maddie 
had stuffed the envelope with the will in her purse to 
get it out of her sight, did she regain her wits. 

Or maybe it had more to do with the fact that once 
again the day was drawing to a close, they were headed 
back to the estate and she was likely on the verge of 
losing Logan’s company. 

“Are you busy tonight?’’ she asked when she’d 
snapped out of her stupor, 

“No, I’m free. Why?” 

“I was just wondering if I could bribe you with a 
dinner of divine hot dogs to help me out with some- 
thing.” Oh, how fast the wheels of her mind could 
turn when the threat of his leaving was in the air! 

“Must not be too important if the bribe only in- 
volves hot dogs.” 
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“Okay, so I have a double motive. I’m dying for a 
hot dog and I need your help.” 

“Doing what?” 

“Taking down that huge painting that faces my bed. 
The eye staring out of that triangle is giving me the 
creeps. But when I asked Bernice if we could sec about 
having a couple of the housemen move it, she got all 
horrified about entrusting such a thing to them and 1 
backed down.” 

“It’s an original Picasso, Maddie.” 

“I know. But that eye...” She grimaoed. “You just 
don’t know what it’s like to wake up in the middle of 
the night, with the moonlight falling on it, and have it 
looking at me. It isn’t as if I’m going to hurt the 
painting. I only want to put it somewhere else. But it’s 
so big it requires two people to move it. Besides, 
there’s hot dogs in payment,” she enticed as if she 
were offering solid gold. “We’ll blow the last of my— 
Maggie Morgan’s— money. I had an emergency 
twenty-dollar bill stashed in the purse that you got 
back from Designs Unlimited. That’ll buy us some 
pretty good hot dogs.” 

“And I’ll bet you know just the place for it.” 

“A place called Mustard’s Last Stand. Are you 
game?” 

He glanced at her from the comer of his eye as if she 
were out of her mind. But only for a moment before 


breaking into a grin. “I’m in.” 

They indulged in cheese fries and hot dogs slat - 
ered in chili and spicy mustard and split a slice o 
cheesecake for dessert — but only after vowing to wa 
it off once they’d moved the painting. 

Then they went back to the Van Waltonscot est..tc, 
informed the maid who let them in that the ousc s ^ 
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could feast on whatever delicacies the chef hac 
pared for dinner and went upstairs to Maddie’s r 

“Now be honest,” she said as they stood befo 
painting that took up nearly a full wall. “Wouli 
like to have that watching you sleep?” 

The painting was a cubist portrait of a womar 
a single eye that bored down from the canvas wi 
unrelenting glare. 

“A bedroom doesn’t seem like the best spot 1 
no,” Logan agreed. “Besides, I’d think any s 
coming from the bathroom would be bad for it.’ 

“Good point! I’ll use it as my excuse when I h; 
explain why I went ahead and took it down. Nov 
get it out of here.” 

Logan pulled the chair from the dressing tabli 
a tufted one from the comer of the room, then 
ated them on either side of the artwork so they ( 
both get up near the top, where it was brackete 
curely to the wall. 

It required some finagling to get it free, but th 
nally managed, lowering the frame to the floor b 
they could step down. 

“Where to?” Logan asked. 

“The TV room, I think. Oh, excuse me— I mea 
sitting room. I raise eyebrows when I call it thi 
room.” 

They again hoisted it on either side and care 
moved the piece to its destination, turning it face 
toward the wall to protect the painting. 

That was when Maddie spotted the small boo! 
size of a paperback stuck in the comer of the fran 
Logan’s side. 

“What’s that?” 

He bent over and retrieved it as Maddie joined ' 
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“Looks like an old ledger.” 

Maddie leaned over Logan’s arm to see for herself 
as he turned the pages, studying what was written on 
each one. 

“It’s definitely a woman’s handwriting but not 
anything like Madeline Van Waltonscof s from the day 
planner. This is so tiny and florid it’s almost more like 
someone drew the letters and numbers instead of 
writing them. And there are monthly entries that 
ended—” he paused until he found the last one 
* ‘ —nine years ago.’ ’ 

Something about that time period rang a bell, but 
at first Maddie couldn’t figure out what it was. Then 
it occurred to her. “The lawyer said Madeline Van 
Waltonscof s father died eight years ago— a year af- 
ter her mother.” 

“Hmm. That’ s. an interesting coincidence.” He went 
on studying the ledger. “As interesting as the fact that 
every entry is meticulously dated, but there’s no stip- 
ulation as to who or what received the money.” 

“Do you think this belonged to Madeline Van Wal- 
tonscof s mother and she had a lover she was pay- 
ing?” Maddie asked with a note of delicious scandal 
in her voice. 

“I don’t know. The amounts are small enough that 
she could probably have taken the money out of some 
sort of allowance without causing any suspicion. 
But—” He stopped short as he discovered a photo- 
graph in the back of the leather-bound book. 

It was a graduation picture of a young man who 
bore such a striking resemblance to Maddie that they 
could have been fraternal twins. And on the back, in 
that same flowery script, was. written, Steven, High 
School Graduation, 1974 . 
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“Another Van Waltonscot child?” Maddie whis- 
pered. 

Logan did some mathematical calculations out loud 
and then said, “That would make him four years 
older, and with the resemblance, I’d say this guy be- 
ing Madeline Van Waltonscot’s brother is pretty 
likely.” 

It took Maddie a moment to assimilate the news. 
Then questions began popping into her mind so fast 
it made her dizzy. 

“I think I need that walk now. And the fresh air 
that goes with it to think about this.” 

Logan nodded and handed her the ledger. “Keep it 
nth the day planner and we’ll take it with us to the 
ccountant tomorrow to see if he knows anything 
bout it.” 

The day planner was back in the bedroom, and Lo- 
an trailed her there as she did as she was told. Then, 
without saying anything else, they went downstairs, 
iut the front door and headed along a path, which, 
■laddie knew from exploring the grounds, wound 
hrough a maze of sculptured bushes and gardens full 
f mums. 

“A brother,” she murmured shortly after they’d left 
be house. “Had you ever heard there was another 
'an Waltonscot?” 

“No, but it isn’t as if I’ve been an avid follower of 
re family tree.” 

“Do you suppose he wasn’t a Van Waltonscot? That 
e was the mother’s illegitimate son or something?” 
“Anything is possible, but the resemblance to you 
i so striking that I find it hard to believe you didn’t 
ave both of the same parents.” 
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“That’s true. But if he was legitimate, why would 
the mother have given him money on the sly? Or at 
least what seems like on the sly?” 

“Maybe she wasn’t giving it to him. Maybe she was 
stashing it somewhere to buy him something.” 

“For years and years?” 

Logan just shrugged. “Or maybe the picture being 
in the ledger is only a coincidence. Maybe one thing 
doesn’t have anything to do with the other.” 

“That seems less likely than the lover theory. But 
why wasn’t this Steven mentioned in the will if he was 
another child?” Maddie asked. 

“He could be dead. Maybe he died shortly after the 
mother but before the father. If that was the case, 
there wouldn’t be any reason for him to be in the will.’ ’ 
“Or maybe he’s the voice on the answering ma- 
chine. Maybe he’s who’s bothering Madeline Van 
Waltonscot and who she wanted discouraged.” 

“If he’s alive, then he’d probably feel entitled to a 
share of this estate,” Logan agreed, referring to the 
splendor through which they walked and going on to 
remind her about the reason Madeline Van Walton- 
scot bad tried to hire Quinn in the first place. 

‘ ‘But wouldn’t he just contest the will through legal 
channels instead of bothering her for it?” she asked, 
glancing up at Logan’s handsome profile bathed in 
moonlight. 

He shrugged. “Who knows? As I said before, when 
there’s money involved it’s hard to figure what peo- 
ple will do. To get it or to keep it.” 

They walked in silence with the back of the house in 
view as they rounded it and headed toward the front 
on the opposite side from which they’d begun. 
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“You realize, though, that we could be barking up 
the wrong tree altogether,” Logan said then; “From 
the sound of those messages on the answering ma- 
chine, the caller is not the aggressor. Madeline Van 
Waltonscot— or Harry Denton on her behalf— is.” 

“Meaning the ledger doesn’t have any bearing at all. 
It’s just something we happened to find tonight,” 
Maddie summarized. “Okay, but since we’re talking 
about the man on the answering machine and him not 
being the aggressor, why would Madeline Van Wal- 
tonscot be the one going after him and his wife no 
latter who he is?” 

“How about an affair of the heart instead of an af- 
iir of the purse strings? ’ ’ 

“An affair?” 

“Maybe Madeline Van Waltonscot and the man on 
le answering machine were involved, he ended it to 
:ay with his wife and Harry Denton’s been hired to 
lete out retribution. You know what they say about 
ell having no fury like a woman scorned.” 

“It’s a possibility, I suppose,” Maddie conceded 
alfheartedly. “But then the heiress would be the one 
ho was doing the bothering, not the other way 
round, the way she told your brother.” 

“Except that that could have just been intended to 
lake what she wanted him to do sound good. An ex- 
lse to get a P.I. to do the dirty work that’s really just 
ir revenge.” 

“I don’t know,” Maddie admitted. “But if I had to 
less, I’d say the guy on the answering machine is 
even and that he was trying to get his half of the es- 
te.” 

“That does seem the most likely.” 
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They’d reached the front of the house, and as they 
climbed the steps to the porch Maddie said, “Still, 
though, with all there is, why wouldn’t Madeline Van 
Waltonscot just share?” She leaned her back against 
one of the pillars that supported the veranda on the 
second and third floors. 

Logan stopped directly in front of her, smiling down 
at her. “Maddie. You knew Madeline Van Walton- 
scot. Did she seem like the kind of person who would 
do that if she didn’t have to? Or did she seem like the 
kind of person who would hoard all the marbles and 
get a bully to keep her from having to give up any of 
them?” 

The sight of Logan’s perfect masculine face set off 
sparks in her stomach, so Maddie stared at his broad 
chest instead. “You’re right. The person I knew would 
have been stingy.” Maddie took a deep breath and 
sighed it out forlornly. “Oh, boy. The more I find out 
about her, the less I like her. And now I have to live in 
her skin for the rest of my life. This bitchy, selfish 
snob. Yuk.” 

Logan reached a hand to the pole above her head 
and bent to her ear. “You may have to live in her skin, 
but you aren’t the same woman,” he said in a consol- 
ing gust of wickedly warm air. Then he pushed him- 
self away from her, but not so far as to remove his 
hand from above her or leave more than a few inches 
between them. 

“Still,” she said, “I get the blame for what she did 
and what she was ” 

He kissed the tip of her nose. “It’ll turn around.” 
Another kiss, this time on the chin. 

“I don’t know. There seems to be more and more to 
fix.” 
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“You’re up for the job.” 

She was up for something, all right, but it didn’t 
seem to be work. It had more to do with those small 
kisses he was teasing her with. And the rain of delight 
they were sending all through her. 

She answered it by kissing his chin when it came 
within her reach. “I think it would have been a lot 
easier to have just won the lottery,” she.mused on her 
way to nuzzling his Adam’s apple when he kissed her 
ear. 

“True,” he agreed. “But then we wouldn’t have had 
any reason to meet.” 

“Ah, back to the grand-design theory,” she said just 
before he completely captured her mouth with his. 

The kiss began as playfully as the others had been, 
but it didn’t take long for it to turn to something more. 
Something much more. 

His lips parted, his tongue formed a bridge and 
Maddie found herself pulled away from the pillar and 
pressed to the hard wall of his body. 

That rain of delight he’d started in her moments 
earlier turned to a torrential downpour that wiped 
away all thoughts except the pleasure of it. Maddie 
slipped her arms around him, splaying her hands over 
the honed muscles of his back, reveling in the feel of 
him as he deepened the kiss even more. 

Lord, but the man could kiss! 

And tonight he showed her just how well. How 
perfectly. How passionately. 

His tongue circled hers, plundered, thrust in and out 
in a dance too much like making love not to leave vivid 
images of just that in her mind. : 
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His hands were suddenly in her hair, holding her to 
him as he taught her how much he could arouse with 
just his mouth over hers. 

Then his kisses trailed across her cheek, behind her 
earlobe, along the line of her jaw as his hands eased 
her head backward to free her throat to his seeking 
tongue. 

The cool night air bathed the heated skin of her 
face, and Maddie’s eyes drifted open just slightly. 

But it was enough. 

Enough to see the huge house looming all around 
them. Enough to remind her that it was full of peo- 
ple, of expectations, of complications . . . 

“We’re doing it again,” she breathed in a lament, 
regretting the words that stopped Logan even as she 
said them. 

He laughed a little wryly, pushed her head down- 
ward and dropped his brow to the top of it. “You’re 
right. We are. I only started this to lighten things up so 
you wouldn’t feel bad, but it seems like that’s all it 
takes for us to get carried away, doesn’t it?” 

“Mmm.” But she definitely didn’t feel bad any- 
more. At least not the way she had before. 

He let go of her, stepped away and pointed a long 
thick finger at her as he gave orders. “Go inside. Lock 
the door. And I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

She nodded, wanting badly to grab his hand and 
pull him with her. 

But she knew better. Knew that the last thing she 
needed now was to get in any deeper with Logan when 
she was already in over her head in other things. 

“Good night,” she answered him, going into the 
house. 
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“Night,” he said, watching her as if he meant to 
stay on that porch until she closed the door the way 
he’d told her to. 

Bnt she didn’t do it. 

She knew she was courting danger, but she just 
stood there, in silent invitation for him to come in, too. 
To continue what they’d begun. 

And then he crossed the porch, and she thought that 
was what be was going to do. 

But instead he reached in and pulled the door closed 
himself. As if only then could he actually leave her. 

Maddie heard his retreating steps on the painted 
wood floor outside, down the stairs. She heard him 
open the Jeep door and then close it, too. But he didn’t 
start the engine for a long, long time. 

And even when he finally did and drove away, she 
knew he’d been wanting her as much as she wanted 
him, that he’d been tom between staying and going. 

She just didn’t know how anything could possibly 
be done about it while so many other things hung over 
her head. 



Chapter Six 


“I don’t like it.” 

“I know, you told me that when I called you this 
morning. But it’s the only way he would agree to meet 
me.” Maddie was once again riding in the passenger 
seat of Logan’s Jeep, on their way to the accountant’s 
office the next day. 

But it wasn’t the accountant they were talking 
about. 

“Harry Denton is a sleazebag with a record a mile 
long in California, who lost his investigator’s license 
there and came here, no doubt because he didn’t have 
to be licensed at all. Calling himself a P.I. is only 
putting a nice title on the fact that he’s a hood for hire. 
And we’re meeting him in an abandoned warehouse 
on Wasser Street at the height of rush hour, when 
traffic bogs everything down and getting a cop there 
if things go sour will be next to impossible.” 

“He wouldn’t answer any questions on the phone 
and didn’t want to meet me at all. He said I’d set the 
rules— no contact under any circumstances, updates 
only through the anonymous notes. He became very 
suspicious when I told him I needed to ask him a few 
questions and to talk about what it is he’s doing.” 
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“Let me guess— he figured you’d suddenly gotten 
cold feet over what he’s done so far and wanted to 
back out of whatever deal you made with him, before 
he’s scared whoever he’s scaring enough to get them 
out of the way, and consequently also from causing 
him any problems.” 

Maddie glanced at Logan, enjoying the sight of his 
chiseled profile, of him dressed in jeans, a crisp yel- 
low shirt and a corduroy blazer, if not enjoying the 
conversation and the fact that he was less than happy 
'th her. “I’ll bet you were a good cop,” she an- 
ered, because his guess was right on the money. 
“Do you know how dangerous this is, Maddie?” he 
untered. 

“It was the only way,” she repeated. 

Logan shook his head slowly. “I better drop you off 
mewhere after this appointment with the account- 
it and go alone.” 

“You can’t do that. He told me to come by myself, 
you’re there and I’m not he definitely won’t answer 
iy questions. He’s not going to like you being there 
at all. I can guarantee that.” 

“Damn it.” 

Maddie thought it a propitious time to change the 
subject. “What did you find out about Steven?” she 
asked, knowing Logan had spent the earlier part of the 
day doing a computer check and going to the records 
department to search for something that might lead 
them to the Steven in the picture they’d found with the 
ledger. 

Logan gave her a stem sideways glance that let her 
know he might allow the subject change but it didn’t 
mean he was any happier with the arrangements she’d 
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made to meet Harry Denton when he’d finally called 
just before noon. 

“There wasn’t a Steven Van Waltonscot in the 
phone book. Not under that name, not under Wal- 
tonscot or Walton or Scott. I did find a birth certifi- 
cate for a Steven Van Waltonscot, bom August 10, 
1956, to Horace and Selina Van Waltonscot, so he is— 
or was— Madeline Van Waltonscot’s brother, all right. 
But there’s also no driver’s license, no record of mili- 
tary service of any kind, no marriage certificate, no 
police record—” 

“So he must have died, too.” 

“Except that there’s no death certificate, either.” 

“Could he have moved to a different state?” 

“There’s also no Social Security number or credit 
report— both of which would show up no matter 
where he lives.” 

* ‘He exists but he doesn’t exist.” 

“Sort of. He doesn’t exist as Steven Van Walton- 
scot.” 

“Meaning?” 

“He’s either living under a different name or died 
under one.” 

“Ah . . . But how do we find him if we don’t know 
what name he’s using?” 

“Not easily. What we do is ask around and tiy to 
come up with someone who knows what name he 
might use, or has any idea where he is, what he does 
for a living, things like that.” 

“Or maybe Harry Denton will just tell us every- 
thing about whom he’s harassing and why and where 
we can contact them to mate amends,” she said cn an 
upbeat note. 
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Logan parked in front of the small redbrick office 
budding of the accountant, Josiah Franklin, turned 
off the engine and looked her in the eye. “You really 
think he’s going to be that forthcoming, Polly anna?” 

She shrugged and pulled a face. “We can hope, 
can’t we?” 

Logan just laughed wryly and got out of the Jeep. 

But as he did his blazer came open just enough for 
Maddie to catch a glimpse of a shoulder holster. 

“You brought a gun?” she whispered when she’d 
hurried out of the passenger side and met him on the 
sidewalk. 

“Did you think I was going to take you to meet a 
thug in a deserted warehouse and not bring my gun?” 

Suddenly what Maddie had been considering an 
adventure took on a more serious overtone. 

Then the office door opened and a very elderly 
gentleman greeted Maddie with the genuine fondness 
of a kindly uncle. 

“Madeline, Madeline, it’s so good to see you up.and 
about and well!” he said as he ushered them inside, 
past several cubicles where other men and women 
worked and into an inner conference room where a 
tray with several serviceable mugs, a coffee carafe, 
cream, sugar and a plate of what looked to be home- 
made cookies awaited them. 

Maddie introduced Logan and used the same ex- 
planation for his presence that she’d used with the 
lawyer as she and Logan settled into comfortable but 
unimpressive vinyl chairs with coffee and cookies. 

The accountant took the news of her swiss-cheese 
memory with less suspicion than the lawyer had. He 
relayed his sympathy and was eager to be convinced 
her only other ill effect was the alteration in her mo- 
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tor skills. But he kept shooting disapproving glances 
Logan’s way, and as both Maddie and Logan plied 
him with questions, he was clearly less at ease an- 
swering Logan’s than Maddie’s. 

They tried to establish if Josiah Franklin had been 
aware of anything unusual going on with her finances 
before the accident— if she’d gone through a greater 
than normal amount of money, or had instructed him 
to pay anyone out of the ordinary, or anyone named 
Harry Denton specifically. 

The silver-haired octogenarian assured Maddie that 
nothing strange had been going on at all that he had 
any knowledge of and that he’d never heard the name 
Harry Denton. 

Then he turned the tables to inquire pointedly if 
Logan were charging her a fee for his services. 

“Of course he’s charging me,” Maddie said before 
Logan could answer for himself. “I went to him, asked 
for his help and hired him.” 

Something about that made Logan chuckle even as 
he tried to hide it behind a cough. 

Maddie ignored both that and the elderly man’s 
cleared throat and got back to the subject at hand. 
“We found this hidden behind a painting,” she said, 
handing him the ledger. “Would you know anything 
about it?” 

He opened it, extending his arm to better see it even 
with the aid of thick glasses that made his eyes seem 
unnaturally large, and went through the first few 
pages. “I don’t recognize the ledger or the account 
from which the money was withdrawn. In fact, this 
particular bank hasn’t been in existence for many 
years— it merged with two others. But the handwrit- 
ing is your mother’s— or did you know that?” 
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“I thought it was.” 

“But without a name or names to establish who the 
money was paid to, I’m afraid I couldn’t begin to tell 
you anything about it.” 

Maddie handed him the graduation photograph. 
“This was in the back of it.” 

Bushy white eyebrows rose above the frames of the 
glasses. “Ah, of course. Your brother. She must have 
been giving him money behind your father’s back.” 

But the words came out harshly, and the moment 
they were spoken Josiah Franklin seemed to regret 
having said them. He gave the ledger and the picture 
back to Maddie as if he wanted nothing more to do 
with them. “Now we’d better deal with this change in 
your signature.” 

“Before we get into that, we’d like to know more 
about Steven, if we could,” Logan interrupted. “He 
seems to be a particular blank in Maddie’s— Miss Van 
Waltonscot’s— memory, and we have reason to be- 
lieve he may have tried to contact her.” 

The old man drew himself up in the chair he occu- 
pied across the table and fixed Logan with an icy glare. 
“I won’t discuss Steven Van Waltonscot.” 

“But I just want to know where he is, if he’s well, 
how I can reach him,” Maddie said. 

“I wouldn’t know any of that, nor do I care to. I 
was your grandfather’s best friend from the time we 
were boys. I always thought of your father as one of 
my sons and yon as one of my grandchildren. But 
Steven was a different matter entirely. He turned bad 
and your family was better off without him.” 

“My mother must not have felt that way if she gave 
him money behind my father’s back.” 
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Josiah Franklin shook his head again. “A mother 
is the last person to see a child’s true colors. And even 
when she does, she loves that child in spite of them. 
Now,” he said with loud finality, "to the business of 
your signature.” 

Maddie glanced at Logan, but the almost infinites- 
imal shrug he gave her let her know there was no way 
of getting the old man to talk. Instead he nodded to- 
ward the accountant and Maddie turned her attention 
to what he was saying. 

"I wondered why I hadn’t been receiving notices on 
your accounts due around town. I know you must 
have been weak and not in the mood for shopping, but 
I expected at least a bill for a gown to wear to the 
Unessa Ball. A mere two nights away and you with- 
out a dress?” he finished with a return to his friendly 
role, as if the subject of Steven Van Waltonscot had 
never been broached. 

“The Unessa Ball,” Maddie repeated. "Oh, yes, I 
recall something coming in the mail about it but 
there’s been so much on my mind, I didn’t pay a lot of 
attention to it. I don’t think I’ll be going, anyway.” 

"Not going? Of course you have to go. You’re on 
the board of the foundation that it benefits. We’ve all 
understood that you were in no condition to help ar- 
range for the fund-raiser this year, but surely you’re 
well enough to attend. Your family started the foun- 
dation— there’s never been a year that the Van Wal- 
tonscots weren’t present.” 

“Yes, but-” 

“I think it would be a good idea,” Logan said in a 
way that left no doubt, in Maddie’s mind at least, that 
he had an ulterior motive. 
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“Of course it’s a good idea,” the elderly man 
snapped, as if Logan were an upstart whose support 
he didn’t need or want. “Everyone is anxious to see 
you and wish you their best. It’s the perfect opportu- 
nity to get back into the swing of things.” 

Clearly she didn't have any option. “Sure. I guess 
we’ll go,” she conceded, unable to even feign any en- 
thusiasm. 

* ‘We? Will Mr. Strummel be your escort? ’ ’ 

“Yes. If I have to go, he has to go,” she said, aim- 
ing the answer as much at Logan as at the elderly man. 

“I see. Well, so long as you attend, I suppose that’s 
all that’s important.” Then he once again got back to 
business. “This is what we’ll do about the change in 
signature. I’ll just have you sign your full name to 
this.” He passed her a plain sheet of paper. 

While Maddie wrote Madeline Van Waltonscot, he 
said, “I’ll notarize it and then have it faxed immedi- 
ately to every account and bank that requires your 
signature, along with a letter explaining what’s hap- 
pened. You can go right out and shop for a gown 
without any problem whatsoever.” He did the nota- 
rizing as he finished the explanation. “And then we’ll 
be seeing you at the ball.” 

There wasn’t any more to say about that or about 
anything else they’d come to the accountant for, so 
Maddie took the initiative and stood. 

The elderly man walked them out, again telling her 
how happy he was that she was fully recovered and 
inviting her to have dinner with him and his family 
soon. But, like the lawyer the day before, no good- 
byes were said to Logan. 

Still, when he and Maddie were back in the Jeep, she 
had more than that slight on her mind. “I know you 
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must have a good reason for it, but I really don’t want 
to go to some high-society function where I’ll feel like 
a fish out of water.” 

‘‘I did have a good reason for it. Remember what I 
said about our needing to ask around, to try finding 
someone who knows something about Steven Van 
Waltonscot? Well, the circle in which Madeline Van 
Waltonscot travels is tight and has been for genera- 
tions. A few casual questions about the heiress’s fam- 
ily-using our gaps-in-the-memory story— might get 
us an answer or two we could use as a lead.” 

“Aha!” Maddie said as if he’d just opened her eyes. 
“And in the process we might find someone willing to 
tell us whatever it was that J osiah Franklin didn’t want 
to talk about.” 

“Exactly.” 

“And you’ll go with me?” she asked. 

That made him hesitate, and before he could an- 
swer, Maddie went on. “I know. This guy was an- 
other one like the lawyer with his nose in the air and 
this ball thing will probably be full of them. I don’t 
know where they get off acting like that. And then 
there was that laugh under your breath from you. 
What was that all about?” 

Logan glanced at her from the corner of his eye. “I 
had the feeling this guy thought I’d been hired for 
services other than investigating. It’s something I’ve 
heard Madeline Van Waltonscot had a tendency to do. 
One of the cops who worked security regularly claimed 
she propositioned him more than once. The story was 
that she promised to put him on the payroll as fas' 
bodyguard, except what she wanted him to do to her 
body was more than guard it.” 
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Maddie grimaced. “He thought you were my bo; 
toy?” 

Logan laughed wryly. “That’s one way of puttin; 
it.” 

“Oh, yuck. I was thinking he and the lawyer wer 
just horrible snobs, but that’s even worse.” 

“They’re snobs, all right. That’s part of it. A P.I 
is certainly not in the same league as an heiress and he 
highbrow legal firm or business manager.” 

“And on top of it, there you are,” Maddie added 
“looking like Mr. July on the hunk-of-the-month cal 
endar, and their dirty minds kicked in. I don’t like it.’ 

“Thrills the hell out of me, too, I can tell you.” ' 
So you’re not any happier about going to this bal 
ig than I am.” 

No. But we need to do it.” 
laddie took a deep breath and sighed it out 
kay. But I’m going on record that I’d rather spent 
evening in my blue jeans, in some nice cozy plao 
my old house, sitting on the floor eating pizza an< 
ching television, and if nothing comes of this I’n 
rg to exact revenge on you.” 

Worse revenge than my having to go as your bo 1 

Much.” 

I’m shaking in my boots.” 

You should be.” 

te glanced at the clock on the dashboard. “Nov 
i do some preparation for this little rendezvous 
’ve arranged for us and hope it doesn’t exact it! 
i revenge.” 

•re were alleys along both sides of the ware- 
se on Wasser Street and train tracks that ran be- 
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ter and faster pace with every step that drew them 
deeper inside, with every passing moment that seemed 
as if it might bring Bent Nose lurching out of the 
shadows. That was, if Harry Denton was Bent Nose. 

“What if he doesn’t show up?” she whispered to 
Logan as they made their way slowly down the center 
aisle into the middle of the cavelike structure. 

But he didn’t answer her. She wasn’t even sure he’d 
heard her or was any more than peripherally aware of 
her there next to him as he scanned through the dusk. 

Maddie’s mouth was dry. Very dry. 

Things really had gone crazy, she thought. First 
she’d found herself in someone else’s body, now in a 
place she’d never in a million years thought to be, or 
would ever have ventured— skulking through an 
abandoned warehouse to meet a man who was will- 
fully doing harm to someone else. 

“So much for romping with the rich and famous,” 
she murmured under her breath. Then, louder, she 
called, “Are you here, Mr. Denton?” 

But the only answer was the echo of her own voice 
and a responding rocket of birds through the holes in 
the roof. 

Then into the opening at the loading dock stepped 
a man. 

Maddie jumped slightly at the sudden appearance, 
and Logan shot a hand to steady her. 

“Mr. Denton? Is that you?” she asked, hating the 
shaky sound of her voice. “It’s me, Madeline Van 
Waltonscot.” 

Silhouetted by the light from outside, it was impos- 
sible to see anything but his bulk. He was probably six 
feet tall and weighed nearly three hundred pounds. 
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“All right,” she said agreeably. “I won't move and 
you don't have to, either. But could you answer a few 
questions for me?” She didn’t wait for him to re- 
spond, going on as if her time were limited. “I know 
I hired you to discourage someone from bothering 
me,” she repeated what Logan had told her about 
Madeline Van Waltonscot’s request of Quinn. “What 
I can’t remember is who was doing the bothering and 
why.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Harry 
Denton said facetiously. 

“You must. I know from what you said on the 
phone that you’re the person who’s been sending those 
notes about getting people fired and having their li- 
cense revoked. I just need my memory refreshed a lit- 
tle.” 

“Yeah, right.” . 

“Can you at least tell me if it’s my brother Steven 
who I hired you to discourage? And where he is?” 

“I told you, I don’t know what you’re talking 
about,” he repeated even more snidely than before. 

“Please, Mr. Denton, this is silly. We can all go to 
a coffee shop, sit down like civilized people and sort 
through everything. I promise I’m telling you the 
truth, and you’re not in trouble or going to get in 
trouble. I just need to know some things.” 

“Think I was bom yesterday, don’t you? I’m 
guessing you got your neck in a noose somehow and 
you’re looking to cut a deal by dragging me in. Well, 
it isn’t going to work. I don’t know anything and I’m 
not saying anything.” 

Logan’s hand at her arm again relayed the message 
that this wasn’t working and not to bother going on 
with it. Then he spoke. “If you won’t tell us any- 
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thing, at least listen. You need to stop whatever it is 
you were hired to do.” 

"Yes!’' Maddie added zealously, having momen- 
tarily forgotten about that part of needing to meet 
with this man. "Please, don’t do anything else. I’ll pay 
you whatever I agreed to, but just stop. And if you 
could only send me one more anonymous note with an 
address or a phone number for whoever it is you’ve 
done things to already—” 

"Oh, sure, like I’m going to fall for that.” 

"There’s nothing to fall for,” Logan said with au- 
thority. "Miss Van Waltonscot has had a change of 
heart and that’s all there is to it.” 

“She hire you, is that it?” 

"Not to do whatever it is I hired you to do,” Mad- 
die said in a hurry, her voice high and loud with frus- 
tration. “I don’t want anyone to do the things you’ve 
been doing. And I want to make up for what’s al- 
ready been done, if you’d just—” 

“I don’t know what your game is, lady, but I don’t 
like it.” 

“No game,” Logan said. “Just stop what you’re 
doing.” 

“Can’t stop what I never started,” he retorted like 
a cocky schoolyard bully. 

He suddenly raised his arm, and from right above 
them one of the racks let out a metallic screech. 

Maddie barely glanced up to see it teetering back 
and forth. Then it seemed to hover, as if it might not 
fall after all. Or maybe it was only a trick of the shad- 
ows because suddenly there it was, bearing down on 
them. 


She felt Logan’s hand grab her arm in a hard, ur- 
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dragging her the rest of the way down the aisle and out 
the loading-dock door where Harry Denton no longer 
stood. 

A split second after they’d reached it, the rack 
crashed to the floor, sending clouds of dust billowing 
into the air, and even the loading dock quivered with 
the force of it. 

“Are you all right?” Logan asked her. 

She was but it took her a moment to find her voice 
to answer him. “I will be as soon as my heart stops 
doing triple time. You?” 

“Fine.” Somewhere along the way his hands had 
taken both of her arms in a firm grasp, but her reas- 
surance that she was unhurt caused him to let her go. 
“Stay here.” 

Taking out his gun, he searched the dock from one 
end to the other and looked up both alleys. But there 
wasn’t a single sign of the other detective or which di- 
rection he might have gone. 

“He was lying, you know,” Maddie said when Lo- 
gan seemed satisfied that Harry Denton was nowhere 
around and came back, the gun once more out of 
sight. “He knows what’s going on and he’s the one 
doing those things in the notes. He said as much on the 
phone.” 

“I know he is. But he isn’t going to admit it, he 
thinks he’s being set up to take a fall.” 

“Will he at least stop, do you think?” 

“Probably.” 

Then something else occurred to her. “What if he 
does, but then comes after me because he thinks I tried 
to double-cross him or something? ’ ’ 
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“I don’t think that will happen. My bet is he’ll give 
you a wide berth. But if he comes back, 1 11 deal with 
him.” 

She knew he would, too. But still it felt good to have 
him take her arm again and squeeze it for emphasis. 

“Let’s get out of here,” he suggested, slipping his 
grip down to hold her hand and heading for the alley 
on the east side. 

But once they rounded the comer of the warehouse 
onto Wasser Street, Logan stopped cold. 

“What?” Maddie said in instant alarm before she 
caught sight of the same thing he had. 

There, parked at the curb where they’d left it, was 
his Jeep. Only now the hood was up and the engine 
was spurting loose wires. 

Like the falling rack, this, too, was no doubt com- 
pliments of Harry Denton and whoever he’d had in the 
warehouse rafters to help him, stranding Maddie and 
Logan with a second taste of the havoc he’d been 
wreaking on someone else on Madeline Van Walton- 
scot’s behalf. 

It took Logan an hour to reconnect the wires. He 
didn’t talk as he worked, except to direct Maddie as 
she held the flashlight. 

She wondered if he was angry with her, even though 
he’d assured her he wasn’t each time she’d asked. 

When Logan finally managed to get the ensure 
started and they were on their way. he didn’t head 
southeast toward the Van Waltonscot estate. Izstszd. 
without saying a word to her about it betook the 
Spear Boulevard Viaduct north out of dcwzfriv- 
Dcnver. • " 

“Where are we going?” she ventured. 
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He looked at her out of the comer of his eye and 
smiled just a little— the first one she’d seen since their 
escape from the warehouse. 

“I don’t know how cozy it is, but I thought I’d take 
you to a place where you can sit on the floor, eat pizza 
and watch TV. Unless you have other plans.” 

His tone was amiable, as if he’d put the past few 
hours behind him, and it finally allowed her to do the 
same, chasing away her guilt in the process. 

The Strummel property was only ten minutes out of 
the city. When they got there the main , house that 
Maddie had been to twice before was all dark. Logan 
pulled into the drive that ran alongside and went all 
the way back to the carriage house, passing the back- 
yard along the way. 

It was lit by ground lights that surrounded a brick- 
paved patio beneath a canopy of oak and elm trees. 
The leaves were awash with the brilliant gold and 
warm red splendor of a rich autumn, and at the mo- 
ment there were wooden folding chairs forming two 
sections on either side of a white runner that led from 
the house to a trellis arch at the farthest end of the 
patio. 

“My brother Quinn is getting married tomorrow 
evening,” Logan offered as he pushed a button that 
opened the garage door and drove into the empty 
space. “I was going to talk to you about it tonight.” 

He turned off the engine and got out. Maddie didn’t 
wait for him to open her door and instead met him 
halfway. 

He went on as if there hadn’t been a break in what 
he’d been saying. “We’ll have to put your case on hold 
for a day. I’m going to need tomorrow to help with 
wedding things.” . 
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Maddie felt her heart sink at the thought of going a 
full day without seeing him but she put a good face on 
it. “It’s Saturday, anyway. I didn’t really expect you 
to work.” 

Logan led the way up the stairs at one side of the 
garage and unlocked a door at the top. He turned a 
light on inside but held the door for Maddie to go in 
ahead of him. 

“I’d like you to be my date,” he said as he fol- 
lowed her. “Unless, of course, you’re opposed to get- 
ting out of your jeans for that, too,” he teased. 

She could think of a lot of reasons she’d get out of 
her jeans for him but she didn’t say that. “I think I 
could be persuaded,” she said as if the fact that he was 
inviting her for something that was purely social didn’t 
please her no end. 

He leaned very near to her car. “I’ll work on it 
then.” 

Maddie gave him her best smile and pivoted on her 
heels so she could take a real look at his apartment. 

From behind her Logan said, “I’m starved. While 
I order the pizza why don’t you make yourself at 
home?” 

She didn’t need any more encouragement than that. 
She discarded the wool blazer she wore and kicked off 
her new loafers so that she was down to her stocking 
feet, her jeans and a V-neck T-shirt. 

“Nice place,” she called to Logan as she took a 
quick tour of the large living room with its over- 
stuffed green-plaid couch and chair, big television set 
and elaborate stereo system. 

Then she peeked down a hall to what loojc to 
two bedrooms and the bathroom before ^ . 1 K . 

opposite direction to peer over a bar c ^ - 
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fair-size kitchen with a claw-footed table just beyond 
oak cupboards and white appliances. 

All in all, the place had the appearance of being well 
lived in, comfortable and cozier than he'd given it 
credit for. And as Maddie turned back to the living 
room, she decided that even with almost no knick- 
knacks, lots of remote controls and sports magazines 
and just enough clutter to tell that Logan wasn’t me- 
ticulous, the apartment was far more homey than the 
Van Waltonscot mansion. 

It also didn't hurt anything that the clean, crisp, 
citrus scent of his after-shave lingered in the air, 
claiming the place distinctly as his. 

From out of sight in the kitchen Maddie heard a 
cork pop, and then Logan joined her, carrying two 
goblets by their stems and a bottle of burgundy. 

He handed her the first glass he filled, and while he 
poured the second for himself she wandered to a table 
in the comer of the room where a chess board shared 
space with several framed photographs. 

Having no interest in chess, she studied the pic- 
tures. 

There was Logan looking proud in his police uni- 
form in one photo. He and Quinn together, both in 
dress blues, their hats under their arms in another. 
There was a posed portrait of an older couple— his 
parents, no doubt— and others of people even older, 
grandparents. There was one of a bunch of men in 
football uniforms about to tackle another player just 
out ahead of them with the ball, and when Maddie 
looked closer she could tell the player with the ball was 
a much younger Logan, wearing the uniform of the 
University of Colorado. And there was also a picture 
of Logan and a very attractive woman against the 
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backdrop of a snowy mountain, both of them in ski 
clothes, each with an arm around the other’s waist. 

It was that photograph Maddie picked up to stare 
more closely at, reminding herself she didn’t have any 
right to feel jealous, but feeling it all the same. 

“I didn’t know you liked to ski,” she said, as if that 
was what was of interest to her. 

* ‘ Love it ,” he confessed . 

“I’ve never been.” She held up the snapshot. “Is 
this your ski partner?” 

He grinned at her as if he knew exactly what she was 
fishing for. “Yes, as a matter of fact she is.” 

“She’s pretty,” Maddie granted, setting it back with 
the others and wishing the compliment hadn’t come 
out so tightly. 

“She’s also my sister Lindsey.” 

He’d taken his sweet time getting that out and en- 
joyed keeping her guessing. Maddie’s rejoinder was 
quick to retrieve some lost ground. “I thought she 
might be. There’s a resemblance.” Which was true, 
now that she took a second glance. She’d just been too 
lost in jealous assumptions to realize it before. 

But now that the subject had been broached . . . 

“Did you have to take your sister to the prom, 
too?” she teased him as she joined him on the sofa — 
not too close, though. 

“No, I actually got a date on my own, but it took 
half a dozen turndowns to do it,” he played along. 

‘ ‘But now it’s skiing with your sister or nobody. Or 
is there one special woman I’ve been keeping you from 
this week?” 

“Just one?” 

“More than one?” 

“Hundreds, ” he joked with a wry laugh. 
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But as she sat there looking at him, his incredible 
handsomeness struck her all over again and she didn’t 
doubt that it was possible. 

He’d taken off his jacket, and the holster and gun 
had disappeared somewhere, too. His collar button 
was open, his sleeves were rolled to just below his el- 
bows, leaving thick forearms and wrists bare; and his 
thighs stretched the denim of his jeans so magnify 
cently she yearned to see them unleashed. 

But more attractive than the perfection of his face 
and body was the fact that he didn’t seem aware of any 
of it or of the effect it had on mere mortal women. 
Which only made him all the more appealing. 

A doorbell rang just then and Logan set his wine on 
the table to answer it somewhere in the kitchen. Mad- 
die assumed there must be an outside entrance there. 

When he came back he was carrying a pizza box 
balanced with plates, napkins and silverware. 

Together they set everything out on the low coffee 
table. Then Logan swept a dramatic hand toward the 
tan shag carpet and said, “The floor awaits you. 
Should I turn on the television?” 

Maddie sat at one end of the coffee table. “I’d 
rather talk. Unless there’s something you wanted to 
watch.” 

“Talking is good. I just didn’t want to ruin your 
idea of a perfect evening,” he teased, dropping to a 
spot around the comer of the table from her. 

“I’m betting the story of the women in your life is 
more interesting,” she said, nudging for the informa- 
tion he’d avoided giving before. 

‘ ‘You’d lose that bet,” he said as they began to eat. 

“What does that mean? You have a boring love 
life?” she goaded. 
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‘What I have is a busy life that hasn’t left a lot of 
e for romance. And being a cop, well, it’s tough on 
itionships and marriages. I’ve had to be pretty 
tious about who I get involved with because not 
ny women can handle the stress of it.” 

‘Do you speak from experience?” 

‘Mmm,” he said as he finished his first slice of 
za and took another. “I was engaged a few years 

Dne slice of pizza was plenty for Maddie, and since 
: was through with it, she pushed her plate away, 
md something bad happened to blow the relation- 
p to smithereens?” she guessed. 

3c laughed. “ Smithereens ? Do real people use 
rds like that?” 

‘What am I? An imitation person?” 

He took a moment to study her, looking her up and 
wn and then grinning as if he liked what he’d found. 
To, seems like you’re a real person who uses words 
zsmithcreens, ” he finally said. “Actually, it was me 
10 was almost blown to smithereens. I took a bullet 
the leg when my partner and I broke up a robbery 
empt. My fiancee hadn’t been comfortable with 
lat my job entailed up to then, and when that hap- 
ned she just decided she couldn’t take it.” 

“I’m sorry,” Maddie said, genuinely meaning it, 
en though she would hate it if she were sitting across 
jm a married man, enjoying his company as much 
she was at that moment. 

Logan shrugged. “It was hard at the time. But 
cre’s been a lot of water under the bridge since then 
id I’m okay with it. In fact,” he added pointedly. 
Iving into her eyes with those smoldering gray ones 
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of his, “I’ve come to see it as something that hap- 
pened for the best.” 

He only alluded to the fact that he felt that way at 
that moment because of her, but still it couldn’t have 
delighted her more. 

Then he pushed his dish away, too, finished his wine 
and angled in her direction, raising a knee to brace one 
of those strong forearms. “What about you? Were 
you married back in Kansas?” 

“No,” she said with a laugh. “Not even close. I was 
lucky to have a date for New Year’s Eve. In fact, I 
rarely did.” 

“The men of Kansas must be idiots.” 

“Oh, sure, you say that now, looking at this face 
=>nd body.” And he did, too, this time giving her what 
«med to be an involuntary once-over. “But Maggie 
lorgan did not look like this.” 

“I know. I saw a picture at Designs Unlimited and 
ly statement stands— if you didn’t have dates lined up 
round the block, the men of Kansas are idiots.” 
Okay, so maybe she could be more delighted. Es- 
ecially since he was so sincere she didn’t doubt that 
e meant it. 

“Didn’t you ever get close to anyone?” he asked 
ren, apparently as curious about her personal his- 
)ry as she’d been about his. 

“My limited experience as half of a couple was with 
ne guy in college and another about a year and a half 
go, but those relationships both just fizzled; Maybe 
lat was part of the grand design, too. Because if I’d 
larried either one of them I wouldn’t be here,” she 
iid with a shrug. 

Logan was watching her very intently, his expres- 
on unreadable. But something had changed along 
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the course of their conversation, or maybe because 
they were both so relaxed sitting there on the floor, 
without servants lurking nearby. There seemed to be 
a new closeness in the air. 

“I’m glad you are here,” he said, reaching to cup 
the back of her head, to tease her scalp with a scintil- 
latingly gentle stroke. 

“So am I,” she admitted simply. 

This was all a fantasy come true for Maggie Mor- 
gan, she realized as she took in the chiseled planes of 
Logan’s face, the thick shiny hair, the broad shoul- 
ders. She’d been so absorbed in this new life and the 
predicament that had come with it, she hadn’t thought 
about it before, but here she was, alone with a man 
who was not only gorgeous, he was kind and under- 
standing, genuinely nice, charming, fun to be with and 
sexier than anyone she’d ever encountered. 

And he was as attracted to her as she was to him, 
but not only because of the way she looked, she knew. 
He wanted her as much for what she was on the in- 
side as for what was on the outside. 

He leaned forward enough to capture her lips with 
his in a kiss that was tentative at first. But only for a 
little while before he deepened it, before his lips 
parted, urging hers open, too. 

Maddie closed her eyes and gave herself over to that 
kiss with a surrender more complete than she’d ever 
known before. 

His tongue came to play and she met it, matched it, 
played along eagerly. She knew she shouldn’t, knew 
she should pull away, her life was complicated enough 
and it was just beginning to be sorted through. 

But at that moment she only cared about one 
thing — Logan and what was going on between them. 
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Somehow he’d moved to take her into his arms, and 
she let bers wrap around him, filling her hands with 
the hardness of his back, riding the shifts of hard 
muscles, clinging to him as he laid her down on the 
floor and stretched out beside her. 

One of his hands cupped the side of her face in a 
slow, gentle caress that smoothed its way into her hair, 
learned the curve of her cheekbone and glided down 
to her jaw. 

Still he kissed her, deeper now, with a hunger that 
Maddie understood because she felt it herself. A hun- 
ger tantalized by those all too brief kisses of nights 
past. A hunger that made her glad when she felt his 
hand move to the side of her neck, to her collarbone. 

She raised her own hands into his hair, holding him 
to the kiss that was illuminating glittering jewels all 
along her insides, tiny sparkling gems of pleasure. 

She teased his ears with her fingertips, traced his 
sharp jawbone, all the while accepting every thrust of 
his tongue, answering each one in kind. 

His neck was strong and corded, and she followed 
the length of it into his collar, trailing around to his 
nape and wishing she could shuck that shirt and feel 
the breadth of his bare back against her palms. 

She was wishing other things, too. That they could 
go on kissing like this all night. That there weren’t any 
clothes at all separating them. That that big, power- 
ful hand of his would keep moving lower. . . 

Then it did, slowly, building her anticipation by 
slow measure in a path that coursed along her side. 

But it went all the way to her hip. 

She felt a moment’s disappointment before he 
pulled her closer to the length of him, where she could 
feel just how complete was his desire for her, and dis- 


i 



Victoria Pade 


173 


appointment turned instead into a renewed longing for 
him. 

In fact, she wanted him so much she found the 
courage to slide her own hands down his chest, fol- 
lowing the curve of his pectorals, to pull his shirt free 
of his waistband and indulge in what she’d been long- 
ing for— slipping her hands underneath to his back. 

Glorious. It really was. Harder, more defined than 
she’d imagined as she’d studied it through his clothes. 
His skin was hot, supple, silky. In fact, it felt so won- 
derful she almost forgot about wanting his hands on 
her breasts. 

Which was just when he followed her lead and 
pulled the tail of her T-shirt loose to reach beneath it. 
His hand was slightly callused to a smooth, tough 
texture, but his touch was light, tender, incredible . . . 

He ended their kiss to drop slow, titillating ones to 
her chin, to the sensitive underside of it, down the 
column of her neck to the hollow of her throat and 
then up again. 

Maddie’s head fell back as he did a delicious tor- 
ment to her ear, gently biting her lobe, flicking his 
tongue inside and making her giggle and groan at 
once. 

And then that gifted hand at her naked side began 
to inch its way up. 

Finally! she almost cried out. 

The confines of her bra seemed too tight and she 
longed to be free of it. He made quick work of the 
front snap and the lacy fabric fell away with the aid of 
that seeking palm that eased those last few centi- 
meters to cover her yearning, straining nipple at last. 
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Maddie’s breath caught as the exquisite sensati 
turned those jewels of delight into sparkling diamo 
pinpoints. 

It felt so good. So great. 

She couldn’t help arching her back, moaning sofl 
as be kneaded, circled, teased, learned every contoi 

And yet, as wondrous as it felt, she wanted so mui 
more. 

She wanted to be rid of all the clothes that sep 
rated them. She wanted to learn each inch of his bod 
She wanted him to learn each inch of this one that wj 
hers now. And she wanted to know what it felt lil 
when he did. 

She wanted him to make love to her. 

And she wanted it all so much nothing else ma: 
tered. 

But that kind of passion, that kind of need, wa 
something she’d never known before. And suddenl 
it frightened her more than anything that had hap 
pened to her since she’d awakened from the coma 
leaving her too unnerved to go through with it. 

“Logan...” she whispered, her tone somehov 
echoing the turmoil going on inside of her. 

He stopped instantly, lowering his hand to hei 
stomach, halting midway through nibbling her ear. 

“Maddie?” 

“I want to do this, but I’m not sure. . . I’m afraid I 
want it too much.” 

“Too much?” he repeated as if she’d confused him. 
“Maybe too much to think straight.” 

He chuckled slightly and drew his hand out from 
under her shirt to press her head to his chest and just 
hold her instead. 
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Sbe didn’t try to explain because she couldn’t, she 
wasn’t sure she understood it herself. 

But as she lay there in his arms appreciating that he 
hadn’t gotten angry with her earlier over the ware- 
house incident or now for ending prematurely what 
she’d been encouraging, she began to realize that she 
just might be falling in love with this man who weath- 
ered it all with her so patiently. 

But lying together couldn’t go on long without re- 
kindling what they’d been doing, so after a few min- 
utes Logan let go of her and sat up, taking her with 
him. 

“I think I’d better get you home,” he said a? i: 
they’d just shared nothing more than pizza and w:n:. 

“Guess this sitting on the floor thing is mere rerr- 
gerous than I thought,” she joked. As hegr.: — -ire 
used that moment to refasten her bra area mar re- 
cepted his hand to help her to her feei tor. 

“Everything seems to be dangerccs wren m -u; rr 
us get together,” he said. “Whv or r—rz-z zzr 
is?” 

She shrugged. “Maybe became mere ore zedrer. 
involved?” 

He smiled down at her, a sr-~° — — re warm, no 
sweet, so penetrating, it fEsz her war -arm Jioncy. 
“There are definitely fedbmr brrerred And growing 
by the minute. Much as I keep rrrg to control theux. ' 

But the feelings re controlled, .tad xmc 

how Maddie knew fz Sro wouldn't. I In; wui dua \ 

Oh, maybe she'd rrarared to stop wluu itu j 
out of those feerrg? again tonight. But :.Uiidox b ox*.;, 
looking up rmr began s face, awuiuot ics 

heart, she kzs*? the feelings could r.': l-. re-' 
much longer. Tbit they would here b'.vr 
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of everything else that was going on. Because he was 
right, they were growing by the minute. All on their 
own. 

Logan took a deep breath and jammed his shirt- 
tails into his jeans with quick, harsh jabs. “Come on. 
Let’s get you home,” he repeated, and then they both 
went through the steps needed to wrap up the eve- 
ning. 

But leaving that apartment a few moments later was 
by far the hardest thing Maddie had had to do since 
coming to grips with the fact that she wasn’t herself 
anymore. 

Because now that the pure power of the passion they 
shared wasn’t scaring her so much, she knew that what 
she really wanted was to stay the night with Logan. 

And that until she did, she wouldn’t feel complete. 



Chapter Seven 


“Is your bag packed?” Logan asked in greeting as 
Maddie opened the front door late the following af- 
ternoon. 

He came into the house like a maelstrom. She didn’t 
know if his agitation and the sense of urgency about 
him was because he was now rushed for time, or if it 
was due to the message she’d found on her answering 
machine when she’d returned from buying a gift. 

“Yes, I packed a bag,” she answered, pointing to 
the spot near the staircase where it waited. “But are 
you sure I really need to hide out? I mean, this house 
is full of people day and night. It isn’t as if I’d be on 
my own should—” 

“This house is full of people who cook and clean 
and do laundry, not people who are here to protect 
you. It’s safer for them, too, to close up the house un- 
til this thing is over.” 

“But there wasn’t an overt threat—” 

“It wasn’t only what he said. I didn’t like his tone. 
Whoever it is sounds desperate. And desperation 
breeds some pretty ugly things.” 

The unidentified message from the same man who’d 
called before had sent chills up Maddie’s spine when 
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she'd first heard it. But since calling Logan and hav- 
ing him insist that she stay at his place, where he could 
keep a constant watch over her, she’d had chills of an 
entirely different sort and she wasn’t sure what was the 
most dangerous— ambiguous threats from a mystery 
man or having once again to resist her attraction to 
Logan. 

“Do you have the tape with you?” he asked as he 
picked up the suitcase near the steps. “I want to listen 
to it again on the way home to make sure I didn’t miss 
anything hearing it over the phone.’ ’ 

“It’s in my purse,” she said, retrieving the tape 
along with the hanger that held the simple teal green 
dress she’d chosen to wear to the wedding. “Bernice 
is waiting for everyone to leave and then she’ll lock up, 
so we can go if you need to get right back. I’m sorry 
this happened today, when you had so many other 
things to do.” 

“I just want you out of here.” 

He was definitely in a protective mode because he 
went out ahead of her, blocking her path while he 
looked around and only letting her across the thresh- 
old when he was convinced no one was lurking out- 
side. Then he stayed right beside her, his hand at the 
ready at her arm, as they went to a vehicle Maddie 
hadn’t seen before— a station wagon with tinted win- 
dows and two child carriers in the back seat. 

“This is the getaway car?” she joked to ease the 
tension. 

He smiled as he ushered her into the passenger side. 
“It’s my sister’s. She and her family are already at the 
house, and one of the twins she and her new husband 
are in the process of adopting threw my keys in the 
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bushes. So I took the diapermobile while she searched 
for them.” 

He shut and locked the door and then went around 
to the driver’s side. 

Maddie had the tape ready for him when he got in. 
He listened to it three times in succession as he drove, 
all the while keeping a wary eye on his rearview mir- 
ror and the cars around them. 

“How could you do this?” the distraught voice said 
from the tape player in the dashboard. “I ask for your 
help and you destroy us. You take the hell our life is in 
right now and make it worse. That’s evil. You’re evil. 
No soul. No conscience. And I just have one thing to 
say to you. Somehow, someway, I’m going to hurt you 
back, Madeline. I swear to God, I’m going to hurt you 
back. You’d better be looking over your shoulder and 
sleeping with the lights on.” 

Okay, so maybe it wasn’t ambiguous, after all. 

When Logan clicked off the tape deck, Maddie said, 
“Do you think Harry Denton did something after we 
saw him yesterday— even though we told him not to— 
and that’s what inspired this call?” 

“No, I don’t. But that doesn’t mean he hadn’t done 
something between the time he wrote the last note and 
when we saw him in the warehouse. It also doesn’t 
mean there haven’t been other repercussions from 
what he did before.” 

“Evil,” Maddie repeated more to herself than to 
Logan. “I don’t think I like getting a second chance 
at life as someone who’s evil. 

“I can’t believe the timing of these calls.” she went 
on. “If only I’d been there to pick up even cne cf 
them. Or to have the phone company trace then:- -c’c 
know who we’re looking for.” 
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Logan must have heard the depth to which this in- 
cident had shaken her. He reached over and squeezed 
her nape reassuringly, and his own agitation seemed to 
give way to concern for her. “We’ll find this guy.” 

“Or he’ll find us.” 

“Not today he won’t. We’ll be safely in the bosom 
of family and friends, and I’ll be watching you like a 
hawk,” he told her with a devilish grin that said his 
surveillance wouldn’t be completely professional. 
“Let’s just try to relax and enjoy ourselves as much as 
we can, huh? We’ve both earned it.” 

He pulled off the highway just then, and since theirs 
was the only car to take the exit and the only one any- 
where around all the way to the Strummel home, 
Maddie found it easier to put at least any imminent 
threat of danger out of her mind. 

Besides, being with Logan made her feel safe, and 
as they drove into the driveway she decided to give in 
to that and to try pushing back on the increasingly 
disturbing thoughts of being Madeline Van Walton- 
scot. 

“Quinn will be upstairs getting dressed,” Logan 
explained as they gathered her thin gs to take to his 
apartment. “His bride-to-be is using the main house. 
I'll change, and then he and I need to have pictures 
taken so we’ll leave the place to you. Will that work 
out?” 

“Sure.” 

At the top of the stairway he opened the door and 
called inside, “Quinn? Are you decent?” 

“Yeah.” 

Logan’s manners took the forefront again and he 
waited for Maddie to go in first. His brother was 
standing at a mirror on the hall wall directly across 
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from the door, dressed in a tuxedo. He didn’t turn to 
greet them; instead he went on cussing as he tried and 
failed to tie his tie. 

“I’ll put your things in the guest room and be out 
shortly,” Logan said to Maddie as the rush seemed to 
be on again. 

Since she’d had the distinct impression on their one 
previous meeting that his brother didn’t like her, she 
wasn’t thrilled about being left alone with him now. 
But there she was. 

“Nervous?” she asked amiably to break the ice. 

“I didn’t think so. But I can’t get this damn thing 
tied so I must be.” 

Maddie set down her purse and draped her dress 
over the back of the sofa. “I’m an expert bow-tie tier. 
Want some help?” 

He glanced at her in the mirror, his expression 
skeptical. But he seemed at wit’s end so he said, 
“Okay. Why not?” 

He came into the living room and stood in front of 
her as if he were facing a firing squad. “How did you 
get to be an expert bow-tie tier?” he asked. 

“My dad wore nothing but. In our town back in 
Kansas he was famous for wearing them. Polka dots, 
stars, trout, stripes— he loved being known as the 
minister who wore wild bow ties. Of course it embar- 
rassed me to death as a kid, but he’d tease me and ca- 
jole me into tying the dumb things for him.” The 
memory clutched at her heart. “I’d give anything to 
have him back now, outrageous bow ties and all.” 

Quinn didn’t say anything. Not that she’d expected 
him to. But when she finished with the tie and looked 
up at his face she found more of that skepticism. 
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“Ah, I forgot. You don’t believe I’m not real! 
Madeline Van Waltonscot, do you?” she said, know 
ing Logan had told her story to his brother. 

Quinn didn’t respond again, instead moving back t< 
the mirror to assess the job she’d done. But the arc! 
of his eyebrows told her she’d surprised him with thi 
skill of her work. “Thanks,” he said, pressing the tii 
against his throat and cocking his head this way ant 
that to look at it, as if he expected to find flaws. 

When he didn’t, he looked down the hall and called 
“Get a move on, Logan. We’re running late.” Then hi 
had no choice but to come back into the living roon 
to wait with Maddie. 

He didn’t seem inclined to make conversation, ant 
she hated sitting there in silence with him. So she wen 
on talking about her family, who were very much oi 
her mind suddenly. 

“My mother, on the other hand, made brownies life 
no one else in the world. The problem was, while she 
did it she sang. Loud and really, really bad. A couplt 
of times she didn’t realize I’d brought a friend in, anc 
there she’d be, belting out 'Amazing Grace,’ off-kej 
and screeching, and I’d be mortified.” 

Quinn was staring at her, studying her like a virus it 
a petri dish, but still he didn’t make any comment. 

“Not that any of this matters to you,” she went on. 
anyway. “I know I’m just rambling. But I’ve been 
thinking this afternoon that I didn’t come from peo- 
ple who willfully did harm to anyone else, and I guess 
I’m having some trouble coming to grips with how 
anyone could. With my family, that’s as bad as il 
got— tacky neck wear and lousy singing. Pretty mild 
stuff compared to what I’ve found myself in re- 
cently.” She shrugged. “I guess maybe that’s what’s 
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making me miss them both today. And my own life 
too, for that matter. There might not have been mone’ 
and social position, but there wasn’t any cruelty, ei 
ther.” 

“Your own life,” Quinn repeated, perching on th 
arm of the overstuffed chair. 

“Doubting Thomas,” she accused with a laugh. “ 
know. You’re thinking that if the body switch is true 
why wouldn’t I be happy as a lark about getting wha 
most people— myself included— wished for. Mor 
money than I’ll ever be able to spend. A mansion, i 
staff that waits on me hand and foot. A life straigh 
out of a nighttime soap opera. But it isn’t all it’ 
cracked up to be. And I’m a fish out of water in it.” 

“You’ll get used to it,” he murmured wryly. 

“Will I? I wonder. And even if I do or if I eve 
manage to change it to a more normal way of living 
I’m still stuck being that person, that woman wh< 
would hire someone to do awful things to other peo 
pie. Will I be able to get used to that?” 

Once more he didn’t answer her. He only went or 
watching her just the way Logan was wont to do. 

Maddie took a deep breath and sighed, hating the 
melancholy feelings this newest message had left her 
with today. Feelings that had somehow driven her to 
confide in a person who refused to believe her. 

Oh, well. One more oddity to add to the list. 

She suddenly wanted to escape this Str umm el’s 
scrutiny and began to gather what must have been the 
clothes Quinn had worn over to the apartment— a 
sweat suit, tennis shoes, white a thle tic socks . 

So, enough about my identity cnsfs . " site said with 
renewed vigor. “Where are you soma for veer 
honeymoon?” 
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1 ‘A cabin we own in the mountains .” 

“Oh, I’d love that! Fresh air and the aspens all 
turning color. Maybe you’ll get lucky and it’ll snow.” 

“I don’t suppose it compares to the French Riviera 
or Acapulco or a cruise on a private yacht,” he said 
pointedly. 

“Sure, those trips would be nice, too, but I’d be just 
as happy in the mountains.” 

She’d folded the clothes and set them on the seat 
cushion of the chair he was on. As she did she noticed 
a smudge on one of his brightly polished shoes. “Let 
me get that,” she said, using one of the socks to rub 
at it until it was gone. “There. That’s better. A groom 
has to have a well-tied tie and flawlessly shiny shoes— 
it’s a law.” . 

When she straightened up again she found a new 
expression on Quinn Strummel’s faoe, one that seemed 
perplexed and amazed at once. 

“What?” Maddie asked. 

He laughed slightly. “Maybe you aren’t Madeline 
Van Waltonscot.” 

A small wave of that melancholia washed over her 
again at that. “The trouble is, I don’t have a choice. I 
have to be.” - 

The yard between the carriage house and Quinn’s 
place was brightly lit by candles and full of bouquets 
of white roses sprigged with baby’s breath. By six 
o’clock all the guests were seated and the service be- 
gan, uniting Quinn Strummel with Cara Walsh, who 
made a lovely bride in antique satin and lace. Lindsey 
was the matron of honor, and Logan the best man. 

But as he stood just outside the trellis arch he 
couldn’t help keeping one eye on the ceremony and 
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the other on Maddie where she sat with the rest of 
the family— Cara’s wheelchair-bound grandmother, 
Lindsey’s new husband Graham and their twins, and 
Graham’s mother. 

Not that Logan was worried something was going 
to happen to her here, tonight, in the crispness of the 
early autumn air. He just couldn’t seem to keep from 
looking at her at every opportunity. 

After all, he thought she was the most beautiful 
woman there, dressed in a short teal green, spaghetti- 
strapped sheath with a beaded bolero jacket hiding her 
soft, pale shoulders, and her long, silky ebony hair 
falling straight down her back. 

And she was his. 

Well, maybe not technically, but for tonight’s fes- 
tivities, anyway. 

And nothing made him happier than that thought 
as he stood there witnessing his brother’s marriage. 

The gathering of family, friends and neighbors was 
small, which made the receiving line a quick proposi- 
tion when the service was over. Then Logan was free 
to be with Maddie for the rest of the evening. And if 
he’d had any lingering doubts that Maddie really was 
Maddie and not Madeline Van Waltonscot, that eve- 
ning would have dispelled them. 

From helping to move chairs so there could be 
dancing on the patio, to bringing Cara’s grandmother 
up-to-date on the latest home adaptations available to 
help the handicapped, to giving the twins horsey rides 
on her ankles, to telling Graham which of the types of 
tennis shoes he manufactured were her favorites, she 
was down-to-earth, personable and not for a single 
second the heiress mingling with the masses. Instead 
she was every inch the Kansas-bred minister’s dauvh- 
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ter kicking off her satin pumps to dance in her stock- 
ing feet and delight in the party and everyone there. 

“She polished my shoe/’ 

Logan was sitting at one of the tables watching 
Maddie dance with the teenage boy who lived next 
door when Quinn’s voice came from behind him. He 
jerked as if he’d been pulled from a trance and 
switched his attention to his brother as Quinn sat 
down. 

“Who polished your shoe?” 

Quinn poked his chin in Maddie’s direction. “Your 
client. The woman you’re sitting here devouring with 
your eyes.” 

“When did she do that?” 

“While you were putting on your tux.” 

“Bet it surprised you.” 

“Shocked the hell out of me. And I’d been giving 
her a hard time up until then, too. Not being very 
sympathetic to her even though she seemed sort of 
upset. She was talking about her father the minister 
and her mother and something about cruelty that I 
didn’ t quite understand ’ 

Logan filled him in on the latest message. 

“It seems to have disturbed her. She said she was 
having an identity crisis. I thought it was a little late 
for that. Wouldn’t it have set in immediately if she re- 
ally did wake up and find herself inhabiting someone 
else’sbody?” 

“She’s had a lot to deal with— external things. 
Could be that addressing the internal issues is just 
starting. I expect that when everything is over and she 
has to accept actually living life as Madeline Van 
Waltonscot, she’ll have a whole lot more to contend 
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with in the way of adjusting to it. At least that’s my 
armchair analysis, for what’s it worth.” 

Logan looked back toward the patio dance floor at 
Maddie, and Quinn’s gaze seemed to follow. 

“I wanted you to know that as crazy as it sounds. 
I’m beginning to change my mind about her,” Quinn 
admitted. 

Logan laughed. “There’s none of the heiress in her, 
is there?” 

* ‘No, there doesn’t seem to be. As hard as that is for 
me to believe. But you’d still better be careful. Actu- 
ally, I think you’d better be more careful. You’re right 
that when the case is solved and she has to get down 
to everyday living she’s going to have a lot to hash 
through emotionally— I saw some of it earlier.” 

Quinn stood and slapped Logan on the back, but 
Logan didn’t respond to his brother’s warning or even 
take his eyes off Maddie. 

Instead he was lost in wonder at how genuinely 
beautiful she was. More beautiful with every day that 
passed, he thought. The Madeline Van Waltonscot cf 
before the accident had been physically beautiful. hut 
it had been only skin deep. Now beauty seemed to ra- 
diate from the core of her, the kind of beauty that 
would have transformed even the less attractive Mag- 
gie Morgan. 

And as he sat there watching her chsm the try 
teenager who was clearly infatuated, Lcgar nur^ f. ~ 
think about his own feelings far her. 

It was time he stopped foo ling himself ~~~ - 

ted that he’d never be successful in rz hn ~~~ in- 
fraction to her or his desires for her. 

Because at that moment be teamed ±2 - - 

able truth that regardless cf hcv -- 



188 The Case of the Accidental Heiress 

regardless of how unwise it might be, he was falling in 
love with her. 

It was midnight by the time the last guest, the last 
caterer, the last musician, was gone. While Logan 
went to lock the doors on the main house, Maddie 
padded upstairs to his apartment and peeled off her 
snagged panty hose to toss into the trash. 

It was very cool by then, but she was loath to wear 
the bolero jacket that completed her ensemble, and 
even more loath to get into her bathrobe and admit the 
evening was over. So instead she borrowed a white 
shirt from the top of a stack of four that appeared to 
have come from the cleaners and was waiting on 
Logan’s kitchen table to be put away. 

She was in the middle of rolling up the long sleeves 
when he came in. She stood with one bare foot oyer 
the other to keep them warm. 

“Nice wedding,” she told him. “I had a really good 
time.” 

“So did I.” 

He’d shrugged out of his jacket, tie and cummer- 
bund some time ago, his collar was open, his cilffs 
were turned up twice and his hair was less perfect than 
it had been at the start of the evening, but he looked 
terrific just the same. 

Maddie feasted on the sight, feeling as if she hadn’t 
had enough of his company yet tonight, what with all 
the other people around and both of them distracted 
by the celebration. 

“I hope you don’t mind that I swiped one of your 
clean shirts, but it’s chilly,” she said then, switching 
feet so that the right now tried warming the left. 
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Logan noticed, then his gaze did a slow rise up her 
legs before coming back to her face. “You really are 
cold,” he said, kicking off his shoes, too, and reach- 
ing both hands to finger-comb his hair and stretch at 
the same time. “Want a little brandy to warm your 
bones? Or would you rather just call it a night?” 

“Brandy sounds good,” she said because the crav- 
ing for a few more minutes with him was greater than 
anything else. 

While he was in the kitchen getting the drinks she sat 
crossways on the couch with her back against the arm, 
her knees up, the long shirttails wrapped around her 
legs to maintain her modesty in the short dress and her 
toes buried between two seat cushions. 

“Quinn told me you were down in the dumps ear- 
lier,” Logan said as he returned with juice glasses half 
full of the amber liqueur. 

“I’m okay,” Maddie answered, accepting one of 
them. “That answering machine message just kind of 
got to me.” 

He sat down so near to her that his left leg covered 
her insteps, propped his feet on the coffee table and 
angled one arm along the back of the sofa so that his 
brandy was braced just a few inches from her shoul- 
der. “Even my brother is coming around to believing 
that you really aren’t Madeline Van Waltonscot.” 

She merely nodded, not wanting to talk about that. 
Quinn was only one example of what she’d faced since 
coming out of the coma, what she still had to face- 
people who disliked her for what the heiress had been 
and found it impossible to believe that she was any 
different now. 

But tonight the garden wedding, the modest sur- 
roundings, the ordinary people had all felt like her old 
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life, and the last thing she wanted was for any of the 
new one to ruin it. For just a little while longer she 
wanted to be free of it. Free of all the confusion and 
tension and trappings. 

“I liked your friends and family,” she said to 
change the subject. 

“They seemed to like you, too. When my next-door 
neighbor Paul wasn’t getting you to dance with him, 
he was worshiping you from afar, and I think Lind- 
sey’s twins would have rather stayed with you than 
gone home.” 

“What can I say? I have a knack with teenage boys 
and toddlers.” 

As if he weren’t thinking about what he was doing 
and only answered an urge, Logan clasped one of her 
ankles and did an unconsciously sensual massage. 
“Seemed to me it was the man in Paul and not the boy 
in him that was responding to you tonight.” 

Maddie laughed. “He was sort of ogling me.” 

“He has a major crush on you.” 

“That’s a first.” 

“Actually it’s a second. So do I and I beat him to 
it.” 

She’d just taken a sip of her brandy, which made it 
difficult to tell if it was that or Logan’s words that sent 
a wave of warmth all through her. And somewhere 
along the way her toes had emerged from the seat 
cushions to snuggle under his thigh. 

“It’s okay if you have a crush on me,” she heard 
herself say before she’d even thought about it. “Be- 
cause I have one on you, too.” 

“Poor Paul will be devastated,” Logan said with a 
grin. 
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“I’m too old to go to the homecoming dance, any- 
way,” she joked. 

“Oh, I don’t know—” his hand rose a few inches up 
her shin “—I’ve never met a teenage girl who could 
compare to you. The kid has taste.” 

Logan’s hand left her ankle and came to rest with 
his palm against her cheek, his fingers curved around 
the back of her head to pull her toward him. He met 
her midway in a brandied kiss that was light and play- 
ful,, but heady just the same, causing her toes to curl 
up into the solid expanse of his thigh. 

The same sensation she’d had the night before of 
glittering jewels just below the surface of her skin be- 
gan again, too, wanning her more than his shirt or the 
liquor. 

Then he stopped kissing her and drew away only 
enough to press his chin to her forehead while his 
thumb did a slow caress of the sensitive spot just be- 
hind her car. “I really did bring you to stay here to 
keep you safe, not to seduce you,” he said in a voice 
that was low and husky with desire already. 

“I never doubted it,” she assured him because it was 
the truth, though she’d known that spending the night 
in his apartment— or anywhere near him— was 
tempting fate and their willpower. 

“There’s a lock on the guest-room door. Maybe you 
should go there now and use it, because if things get 
started tonight the way they have before, I don’t think 
I’ll be able to stop it.” 

She thought about that, and about how unnerved 
she’d been when passion had ignited the past evening, 
about how worried she’d been that that passion bad 
left her not thinking straight enough to make a deci- 
sion as important as this one. 
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But she was very sure she was thinking straightnov 
when passion was only a tiny ember that could still t 
controlled. And what she knew was that she wanted t 
follow her feelings, her instincts, tonight. Feelings th; 
were for Logan. And instincts that told her that beir 
with him, giving in to wanting him so much it hur 
keeping everything else out of her mind the way she 
been doing throughout the wedding celebratioi 
couldn’t be wrong. 

"Would you want to stop?” she asked quietly. 

"No. I want to make love to you.” 

“It’s what I want, too,” she said even more qi 
etly. 

“Be sure, Maddie.” 

"I am.” 

He kissed her again, a kiss that would have knock 
her socks off if she’d still had them on. A deep k 
that branded her, claimed her as his, and set alig 
those gems beneath the surface of her skin once me 
as pinpricks of pleasure. 

He went on kissing her. Exploring, teasing with 1 
tongue in slow, lingering kisses. Short pulls of each 
her lips between his. Kisses that trailed to her chet 
bones, to her chin and down her neck, to her es 
where he nibbled and sent chills along her spine. 

Maddie reveled in it all, giving herself over to l 
wonders the man could rouse with his mouth until I 
whole body was weighted with relaxation, until ev< 
sense, every nerve was tuned in to him alone and i 
leisurely, steady rise of desire he was orchestral 
within her. 

Somewhere along the way they’d set their brar 
glasses down so there was nothing hindering him wl 
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he rose from the couch to scoop her up into his arms 
and carry her to his bedroom. 

It seemed clear that he hadn’t been expecting to- 
night to end this way, because although his big king- 
size bed was made, the clothes he’d worn earlier were 
scattered haphazardly around. 

But Maddie was less aware of that, or even of the 
antique bureau and general color scheme of brown 
and bronze dusted by moonglow from the two large 
windows along one wall, than she was of the stronger 
scent of his after-shave lingering in the air. 

He set her on her feet at the bedside and began 
kissing her again as his hands slipped under the shirt 
she’d borrowed and eased it from her shoulders to fall 
around her bare feet. 

Then went the spaghetti straps of her dress, but only 
to the middle of her arms before he abandoned them 
and went to work on the buttons of his own shirt. 

Maddie helped in that quest because she longed for 
that big, broad chest to be bare the way she’d been 
imagining it since meeting the man. When the but- 
tons were all unfastened and he’d pulled the shirttails 
free, she mimicked his actions, running her palms 
along his shoulders underneath to finesse it off him. 

And once she had, she was driven by the need to see 
him. 

This time she ended their kiss with a few teasers of 
her own and then feasted her eyes on the glory that 
was Logan Strummel’s bare chest. 

And it was glorious. 

Hard, honed pectorals gave way to a narrow waist 
and a tight, flat stomach where a hint of dark hair ran 
in a straight line from his perfect navel to disappear 
into his tuxedo pants. 
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Maddie let her palms ride from the expanse of 
hugely muscled shoulders to his chest, following the 
path with small kisses as she felt him lower the zipper 
of her dress down her back. 

She didn’t have anything but lace panties on under- 
neath— not because she’d anticipated this, either, but 
because the dress had a bra built into the front of it. 
Now her breasts felt ready to burst from inside of it, 
and the lower that zipper went, the lower her neckline 
got, too, as the upper swells seemed to burgeon ea- 
gerly nearer the top of it. 

But not for long before he sent the green sheath to 
join the shirts on the floor. Then those big, powerful 
hands of his followed the same path her hands on him 
had— from cupping her shoulders to slide across her 
llarbone and down to her straining, erect nipples. 
That first touch took her breath away in a gasp of 
>asure, quieted by his mouth over hers once more. 
But it was only a preview of things to come. 

He reached around her to fling back the quilt that 
rered his bed and eased her onto the mattress, where 
2 lay watching him shed the rest of his clothes. 

Lord, but the man was magnificent! Roman stat- 
5 could have been carved in his likeness. And he 
wanted her. Oh, did he want her! For there for her to 
see was the long, hard, thick proof of it. 

He joined her on the bed, taking her in his arms in 
the same movement, capturing her mouth with his as 
he slipped her panties down and away, too, so their 
naked bodies could finally meet without a barrier. 

It felt so incredible, it gave Maddie goose bumps. 
But he had better things in store for her than that. 
His talented hands found her breasts again, knead- 
ing, teasing, arousing her nipples so exquisitely she 
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would have cried out except that his mouth and tongue 
were keeping her otherwise occupied. And when he 
deserted it to kiss his way to her breasts and work the 
magic of his mouth there, the pleasure was so intense 
she could hardly breathe, let alone make a sound. 

Especially when he reached lower with that free 
hand and awakened her to her need for him even fur- 
ther. 

Time stood still as desire coursed through her, built 
by his hand, his mouth, the way his taut, warm flesh 
felt beside her, beneath her seeking fingers and ca- 
ressing palms. 

. Just when she thought she might die if she didn’t 
have him finally inside of her, he rose above her, 
finding his place between her legs and slowly, care- 
fully inching himself into that spot that cried out to be 
completed by him. 

This time Maddie couldn’t help but groan at the 
pure wondrousness of that union. She knew she 
wanted this moment to go on for an eternity, that no 
matter how many other things might be wrong, this 
was elegantly, exquisitely right. 

Then he began to move. A rhythmic dance that 
delved into her and out again, first with torturous 
care, then slowly gaining speed, faster still until ur- 
gency drove them to seek that highest point where 
white-hot ecstasy exploded simultaneously, melding 
their bodies together and suspending them for a sin- 
gle brief moment of pure, unadulterated bliss that left 
Maddie clinging to his powerful back and accept- 
ing— welcoming joyously— the full length of him into 
her so deeply it felt as if he really had reached the core 
of her. 
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Then slowly, slowly, in waves that teased with the 
momentary return of tingling pleasure, their climax 
receded until Logan carefully lowered his full weight 
onto her and pressed his lips to her temple in one final, 
sweet kiss. 

“I love you, Maddie,” he whispered in a passion- 
ragged voice. 

“I love you, too,” she answered so, so softly, with- 
out even thinking about it, letting the words come 
straight from her heart. 

And that was all either of them said, maybe be- 
cause no matter what was to come, at that moment it 
was all that mattered. 

After a while Logan slipped from inside her, rolled 
to his back and moved her to his side where her head 
rested in the hollow of his shoulder as if it were a pil- 
low specially carved for her. Then he pulled the sheet 
and blanket over them and settled in to sleep. 

As she drifted off herself there in his arms, Maddie 
had a greater sense of peace and contentment than 
she’d ever known. And she couldn’t help wishing that 
the new life she’d found herself in never had to in- 
trude on that. 

But even in the afterglow of such divine lovemak- 
ing, when she’d given her heart to Logan, she had the 
sinking feeling that it would. 
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The sounds of the cleanup crew on the patio below 
Logan’s apartment woke Maddie early the next 
morning. She didn’t mind. Any more than she’d 
minded when Logan himself had awakened her to 
make love to her during the night. She was so glad re 
be there with him that sleeping through it seemed dee 
a waste of precious time. 

He was lying on his back, one arm stretched : 
underneath her neck where it had been ~~rce-' 
around her when they’d fallen asleep after me -r? 
round of passion, and Maddie was on her srde rc 
his profile. They were bathed in the ^-~arr- re 5- e. v 
sun coming in through the curtains drap'd m 

close, and she lay very still, baskmg hr marc a- xa 
the sight of Logan as he slept. 

His sharp jaw and hoZ~ zbesm 'c~ 
shadowed, his hair was tensed. r .-c' mr 
amazingly, ruggedly fczrdsrre- -re as r-em.- 
rized every line, ever-* name re- .-or. mr m ate. 
face, she realized a! ever rear am rr; mr_ rr 
more than seemed rcsmlra. asrsmnd" rrentsre a men 

them since they'd men 
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Something outside crashed, as if one of the wooden 
chairs from the wedding had been dropped. 

Logan’s brows furrowed but his eyes didn’t open. 
“Who the hell called in the cavalry at dawn?” he 
muttered as he curled his arm around her and pulled 
her closer. 

“Not me,” Maddie answered, melding willingly to 
his side. 

He kissed her forehead and murmured like a con- 
tented tomcat. 

But when he didn’t move more than that or make 
another sound, Maddie thought he’d gone back to 
sleep. 

Then he said, “How about we just stay here in bed 
forever?” 

“That’s a good idea. But who’s going to make the 
world go away if we do?” 

“Maybe it'll forget about us.” 

“I’m willing to give it a try,” she agreed, snuggling 
against his hot body. “Until starvation drives me out, 
anyway.” 

“You’d throw me over for food?” 

“Maybe just one breakfast burrito ” 

“Heiresses don’t eat breakfast burritos.” 

“You’re telling me? I asked for one the other day 
and the cook nearly had a heart attack. I ended up 
with a soufflfi in a crepe smothered with sherry sauce. 
It was good but just not the same.” 

He moaned this time. “Now you’re making me 
hungry.” 

“Call the cook. I’m sure he’d come over here and 
fix you one.” 
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He seemed to think about that. “Tough choice,” he 
said after a moment. “A French chef to cook my 
breakfast or keeping you captive in my bed. Hmm.” 

She raised her leg over his and slid it up with a slow, 
lingering caress of her foot along the way. 

He looked down at her through hooded eves. 
“ You're the one who started talking about food.” 

“I think i could probably wait for it, though. A lit- 
tle while longer, anyway.” 

“I wish you’d make up your mind,” he pretended 
to complain as he slipped his hand under the covers to 
her naked breast. 

“Okay. Food,” she teased, trying to roll a\\a\ from 
him. 

But he didn't let her go. “Later,” he whispered iu a 
husky, seductive tone. 

Much later as it turned out. 

It was nearly noon before they actuals got out ot 
bed after making playful, passionate love once more 
and lingering in each other’s arms. But evenrujliv the 
demands of the day forced them up. 

They spent the afternoon at the Van VVaJtonseot es- 
tate deciding on a dress for Maddie to wear to the 
Uncssa Ball that night. With a room-size closet full of 
gowns fit for a queen, N laddie hadn't seen the pur- 
pose of buying something new. so instead she and 
Logan explored the wealth of jptions. 

In the end she chose a black strapless. «v?.*inod 
floor-length dress that fit like a seeoirc svr<r an." was 
slit up the front ot her right ieg 

The heiress’s jewelry was iocsoe " i sate ir the sec- 
tion of the dcset that stored the v.v .Aiolcih Mr-Odtr 
had happened upon the cee*o -.a nor tudder ir thr 
makeup drawer of the dmssrto rank Fmr :x vouk 
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she took a six-strand pearl choker and matching 
bracelet, feeling like a kid playing with her mother’s 
valuables. 

There were no new messages on the answering ma- 
chine or notes from Harry Denton, and so once Mad- 
die had picked a pair of three-inch high heels to go 
with the gown, she and Logan went back to his place 
to get ready. 

Logan had another black tuxedo to wear, this one 
more elegant than what he’d worn for the wedding. It 
lacked the satin stripes down the pant legs, and rather 
than a peaked lapel, it had a shawl collar. 

He looked stunningly handsome when Maddie fin- 
ished her own dressing and found him waiting for her 
in his living room. 

Apparently she didn’t present too shabby a picture 
herself, for his eyes opened wide at the first glance her 
vay, his brows rose and he got a little slack jawed be- 
fore he said, ‘ ‘Wow! ” 

“This dress had a receipt pinned to the inside— as 
f maybe Madeline Van Waltonscot might not have 
seen sure she was going to keep it. Do you know what 
t cost? Eight thousand dollars,” Maddie informed 
rim with a full measure of her own amazement in her 
mice. 

“And worth every penny,” he murmured, taking 
ier hand to twirl her slowly around so he could see the 
nil image. “It beats the hell out of blue jeans.” 

She was about to take issue with that when they 
leard the sound of a car pulling up the drive. 

Logan took a look out the window and confirmed 
hat it was the Van Waltonscot chauffeur-driven lim- 
msine— long, white and waxed to such a high sheen 
moonlight gleamed off it. 
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Having rejected the assortment of fur pieces she 
could have chosen from because they were all real and 
Maddie was opposed to killing animals for their skins, 
Logan held up the satin stole she’d brought and 
wrapped it around her bare shoulders. But not before 
placing a warm kiss to the side of her nape. 

“We could stay here,” Maddie suggested as if 
tempting Adam with the apple. 

“Not if we ever intend to find out who wants to 
wring this pretty little neck, we couldn’t,” he an- 
swered in a warm gust of his breath against her skin. 

“How about speed interrogating so we can leave 
early?” 

“ Speed interrogating?” 

“We’ll ask a lot of questions, really fast so we’ll 
learn what we need to know and can leave.” 

“Great idea,” he deadpanned. “Or we could knock 
a few heads together and scare people into talking to 
us.” He let go of her shoulders and took her elbow to 
guide her outside to the landing of the staircase that 
ran along the side of the carriage house. 

“Does knocking heads together and scaring people 
get fast results?” she asked as if she were considering 
it, playing along. 

“Sure, but do it once and you aren’t likely to be in- 
vited out again.” 

“You mean if might actually hurt my social life ? 
Well, we wouldn’t want that.” 

He pulled the door closed as Maddie headed down 
the steps. 

“Still, though,” he said when he caught no wuh ~~ 
at the bottom, “I think an early departure once 
garnered some information wouldn’t be uncalled ±r 
so soon after the accident.” 
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Maddie shot him a smiie over her shoulder. “A mar 
after my own heart,” she muttered. 

“Exactly.” 

They’d reached the car by then, where the chauf- 
feur waited. Maddie asked how he was and about his 
new baby daughter, and only when she’d insisted he 
show her a picture of the infant did she and Logan gel 
into the limousine. 

“I still think it would have been a hoot to go in the 
Jeep,” she told Logan when the chauffeur had closed 
them in. 

“Maddie,” Logan said with a slight roll to his eyes. 
“Pretend you’re Cinderella and just enjoy the splen- 
dor of the night.” 

“That would be a whole lot easier if I was Cinder- 
ella, but in this reincarnation I seem to be the horrid 
stepmother and the evil stepsisters all rolled up into 
one.” 

Still, Logan was right about the splendor of the af- 
fair, and Maddie couldn’t help secretly delighting in it. 

When the limousine pulled to a stop in front of the 
Fairmont Hotel on Seventeenth Street in downtown 
Denver, there were liveried valets to open the car door, 
a red carpet from the curb to the hotel entrance and 
reporters and photographers clustered on either side 
from every newspaper, magazine, television and radio 
station she could name. 

Inside the hotel’s plush red-velvet-arrayed lobby, her 
outer wrap was whisked away and they were ushered 
into the ballroom. The table they were taken to seated 
eight and had a prime location next to the dance floor, 
but far enough from the musicians to allow undis- 
turbed conversation. 
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The other three couples already there were Mac- 
die’s accountant and his wife, her lawyer and his w-ce. 
and the chief executive officer of Scotties cccc 
Marts— another man well past fifty years old— and ms 
wife. 

“Didn’t Madeline Van Waltonscot have ccy 
friends?” Maddie whispered to Logan behirc esr 
hand just before they were seated and the a— errs 
began. 

They were effectively stuck at the table thrccgh re 
first portion of the evening as a five-corse real was 
served and no one did any mingling. Trying r gs re- 
formation out of their dinner comparers vs rr 
more successful in a social setting tear n rad is: r 
a business one. In fact, it was mafalycnsrgs drvr 
discussed as all three men did their her r igrrr la- 
gan and try to convince Maddie tr rmrddsr hr 
stand against cutbacks on fnll-trre srrieps: 

When the chocolate-torts fee 5r?~ fi- 
nally removed and the music rearm Lcgrr z±s i hr 
to dance and they escaped. 

“Ah, sweet rewards,” Msecs s rrrrs h — g rr 
was in Logan’s arms. 

He smiled down at her ami isfihrfirs firms ~rr 
clearly in his work mode Zszssz hs fiirr rr rr~- 
thing and spent most cf fie dszs ~ ~ -4 
other guests. ' " ~ 

When the music ended MzaSs h sesms rs rrsr 
of attention as rrrmeracis neepis hssar x rr- 
proach her with wdl-wfihes. Eat 2is r4T .- . 4 __1 
notes she’d received when she'd awakened fir-— 
coma, the sentiments were penfincrrrr firms'" sms' 
l r °^. ^ fcer ^ cf eppen arm? x rfi 
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Until a tall, buxom woman with curly white hair 
and a horsey face approached them. 

“I’ve been waiting for you to come to me, Made- 
line, but apparently if I want to see you tonight I'd 
better come to you,” she said in an irascible greeting 
as she looked down a large nose at Maddie. 

“I’m sorry,” Maddie answered the woman, realiz- 
ing instantly that this was not only yet another person 
she should know and didn’t, but one who could top 
the old Madeline Van Waltonscot’s imperious atti- 
tude. 

Logan must have realized it, too, because he took a 
protective step nearer to her. 

She gave the elderly woman a chagrined smile. “I 
know I know you, but—” 

“I’d heard you were having memory problems, but 
you don’t even remember me?” the woman asked in- 
credulously. 

“I remember your face,” Maddie lied. 

Logan stepped into the breach, introducing him- 
self, clearly an attempt to inspire the woman to do the 
same. 

It worked, although the only thing he got for his 
effort was a withering glare before she aimed her re- 
sponse at Maddie. “I’m Miriam Prescott Manderlie, 
the oldest and closest friend of your family. I was at 
school with your grandmother and very nearly mar- 
ried your grandfather myself before my head was 
turned by my dear Malcolm.” 

“Of course,” Maddie said, as if this had sparked 
her memory. 

“How are you feeling,” the older woman de- 
manded, “besides being fuzzy-brained?” 

“Physically I’m just fine,” Maddie assured her. 
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“I must say I was surprised to return from our 
summer home in Carmel to hear you can’t remember 
things. I phoned the hospital all the while you were in 
a coma and consulted with your doctor when you 
awakened, and there was no mention of this lapse.” 

“It wasn’t evident when I was in the hospital. It was 
only when I got out that I began to realize there were 
things— and people— that I couldn’t seem to recall.” 

“Rumor has it that you’ve been behaving very 
strangely and don’t remember much at all.” 

This old bear was not going to be so easily fooled. 

Again Logan must have recognized it at about the 
same time Maddie did, and he came to her rescue. “So 
you’ve known the Van Waltonscot family for years 
and years,” he mused. “Maybe you could help fill in 
some of the blanks for Madeline.” 

Maddie took up where Logan had left off. “I’ve 
been particularly bothered by thoughts of Steven. I 
remember him from when we were children but then I 
draw a blank.” 

The older woman was hardly a warm sort, but at the 
mention of that name she turned into an iceberg and 
looked at Maddie as if she’d lost not only her mem- 
ory but her mind. “Steven?” she said as if it left a foul 
taste in her mouth. 

Maddie ignored it and plunged in anyway. “Yes. 
I’m wondering where he is, why I haven’t heard from 
him.” 

“Oh, you have knocked something loose,” the 
woman said, so outraged she literally sent her second 
chin shimmying. 

Once more Maddie pretended not to notice. “I’m 
worried about where he might be. Have you seen him 
or heard from him?’ ’ 
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“We’d be wasting a prime opportunity,” he warned. 
“We aren’t likely to get such ready access to so many 
people who know you and might know Steven.” 

Of course he was right, but that didn’t mean Mad- 
die had to like it, especially not when all she really 
wanted was to be back in his arms on the dance floor. 
“Okay, okay. So much for being Cinderella.” 

“Besides, we did learn something.” 

“What?” 

“That the reason Madeline Van Waltonscot’s 
brother isn’t in the will is not because he predeceased 
her father. It’s because he was disinherited— scandal- 
ously. So, chances arc we’re looking for someone who 
docs exist and who has reason to be bugging the heir- 
ess for his share of the pot. That increases the odds 
that the voice on the answering machine is Steven.” 

“You learned all that just from what little that 
snobby old lady said? Then I guess we better keep at 
this.” 

But they might as well have given up then and there 
and just enjoyed the evening together. In spite of 
bringing up Steven Van Waltonscot’s name every 
chance they got, they didn’t learn anything about him. 
Whatever had happened for him to be disinherited had 
apparently occurred a long time ago, because the 
mention of his name brought only blank stares, com- 
ments about not knowing Madeline had a brother or 
uncomfortable claims not to have heard anything 
about him for years. Those few people who had 
known him also managed to beat hasty retreats im- 
mediately after the subject was brought up, as if to 
escape before anything even more unsavory could be 
asked of them. 
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By midnight Maddie and Logan had canvassed the 
entire ballroom without learning any more than they 
had from Miriam Prescott Manderlie. 

At least not about Steven. 

What they had learned was that Madeline Van 
Waltonscot’s acquaintances were not nearly as reluc- 
tant to make sly remarks about Logan, to whisper be- 
hind their hands that he was her latest amusement, to 
look right through him or, on a few occasions, to in- 
quire about being next in line for his favors. 

It took some of the glamor out of the evening and 
made both Maddie and Logan anxious for it to end. 

“Dance with me one last time and then let’s go 
home,” Maddie finally said in exasperation when two 
women walked by and one of them muttered “gig- 
olo” to the other as they both stole glances at Logan. 

“Whatever you say. After all, I am at your ser- 
vice,” he joked wryly, even though she knew he’d 
hated the role so many people had cast him in, and 
there was nothing he found funny about it. 

But as if he’d finished with work and tuned out 
everything else, for the first time that evening he 
turned his attention to her alone. 

He led her onto the dance floor as the musicians 
began a slow, sexy song that could have been coming 
from a 1950s jukebox, and danced with her as if they 
were the only people left in a dark, smoky bar. 

Both of his arms were around her, one palm was 
high on her bare back, the other so low on her spine 
his fingertips grazed her rear end. 

Maddie smiled up at him, clasping her hands be- 
hind his neck and enjoying the audacity of it all as 

mnrh as hk frmrh 
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He didn’t lead her through box steps or anything 
else formal; they just swayed together, from side to 
side as he held her pressed almost as close to him as 
they had been in bed the night before. 

Maddie didn’t know if they were drawing stares 
from the other guests and she didn’t care. She only 
cared about being there in Logan’s arms, looking up 
at his great face, teasing his chin with the tip of her 
nose, and fencing with kisses that seemed to land ev- 
erywhere but on each other’s lips as the music carried 
them along and spun a cocoon around them that 
blocked out everything and everyone else. 

When the song ended he took her hand, and with- 
out a moment spared to say good-night to a single 
soul, he led her out of the ballroom and through the 
hotel to the lobby. 

“I’ll get my wrap while you have the car brought 
up,” she told him. 

“I don’t want you out of my sight,” he said in a 
low, raspy voice for her ears only. 

But Maddie knew he wasn’t seducing her— at least 
not solely— he was playing bodyguard, too. 

“Nothing’s going to happen to me between here and 
the cloakroom. It’s in plain sight of the desk clerk, and 
there’s a hatcheck girl to get the coats, too. Go on." 
she urged. “We can get home all the sooner." 

He hesitated, obviously debating with himself as ire 
glanced around the lobby. But then he squeezed her 
hand and let go. “Holler if you need me." he in- 
structed, heading out the double glass deers 'e 
Maddie went in the other direction. cc«r a huh •in- 
directly across the lobby from the recur tree desau use 
as she’d pointed out to Logan. 
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Apparently they weren’t the only guests of the 
Unessa Ball to call it a night because there was a group 
of people clustered around the window of the cloak- 
room. 

Not wanting to draw attention to herself and have 
to talk to more strangers, she hung back, slipping into 
another, narrower hallway that jutted off to the right 
and stopping just around the corner so she could keep 
an eye on the cloakroom and head for it as soon as the 
other people left. 

That was the first time she was aware there had been 
a man behind her. 

He wasn’t from the ball, though, because he wore 
ordinary street clothes— jeans, tennis shoes, a black 
windbreaker. 

A flash of startled fear shot through her at that first 
glimpse of him, but when she glanced at his face he 
didn’t so much as look her way. Instead he went on 
past as if he hadn’t noticed her. The hallway was a 
service passage with several doors along the sides 
marked Employees Only, and from the opposite end 
were kitchen sounds of pans clattering and dishes 
banging against one another. 

When she realized he must be someone who worked 
at the hotel, she felt silly and turned back to peeking 
around the comer at the other guests from the Unessa 
Ball. 

Lord, but they were taking their time. 

Hurry up! she urged them in her mind, impatient to 
end this part of the evening and slip away with Logan, 
even as she told herself that if she was going to be 
afraid of anything, it should be how easily and com- 
pletely she was ignoring her better judgment and let- 
ting her heart lead the way with him, as if she were 
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fancy-free instead of in an incredibly bizarre and 
complicated situation with who knew what hanging 
over her head. 

Playing with fire, that’s what she was doing. Play- 
ing with— 

The hand that shot out from behind her was so 
quick, so silent that it clamped around her mouth be- 
fore she was even aware that anyone was there, 
wrenching her head back at the same moment an arm 
in a black windbreakcr sleeve locked around her waist. 

Before she could make more than a squeak, she was 
pulled through one of the doors into a dark room that 
smelled of cleaning supplies. 

Belatedly she started to struggle, tried to shout, but 
it didn’t matter. Whoever had a hold of her was larger 
and stronger by far, and before she knew it they were 
out of that room and into the steamy air of an alley. 

But her abductor didn’t slow his pace or ease up on 
his grip even then. He just went on half dragging her, 
half carrying her, down the alley to the rear of the 
hotel as Maddie tried hard to break free, to make more 
than muffled sounds from inside her throat. 

One of her shoes came off and then the other, cost- 
ing her her balance and precious control as her feet 
slipped out from under her. He completely dragged 
her from there, and try as she might, she couldn’t get 
back what she’d lost. She was totally at his mercy, 
hauled like a sack of grain until they reached a white 
delivery van parked behind a Dumpster. 

But even when her captor stopped and she regained 
her footing, he had a viselike hold of her. He Sung the 
rear doors of the van open. His arm jammed up into 
her ribcage, knocking the wind out of her as he lifted 
her and shoved her inside. 


212 The Case of the Accidental Heiress 

Then the doors slammed shut. 

And she was sprawled on the van’s cold metal floor, 
gasping for air in pitch-black darkness as the engine 
started and the wheels shrieked to life. 



Chapter Nine 


It took Maddic several minutes to catch her breath as 
the van accelerated and she banged against big rolls of 
something— carpet, she discovered— on either side of 
her. When she could breathe again she fought her way 
to stand up, hit her head on the ceiling and ended on 
her knees this time, tangled in the length of her gown. 

Hanging on to one of the carpet rolls, she yanked 
her skirt high enough to free her legs. Then she 
crawled to the rear doors, where a thin slit of light 
from between them was the only indication that that 
was the direction she needed to go. 

The van careened from side to side, traveling at a 
high speed and jostling her with every turn: rt the 
road, threatening to topple her yet again. It s fewer 
only slightly around comers, the thus screeching ±sr 
complaint. Still, she decided that it she canid get tre 
doors open she could jump cut. Anything — hrnker 
bones, a concussion, scrapes, scratches — was ester 
than whatever her abductor might have in ~v-rr f>r 
her. Or maybe another car wen id he hack them zr.c 
she could get help. 

But there were no doer handles cn the hts/de. ice 
felt everywhere for the m. but they run weren't there. 
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There were no weapons that Maddie could see, but 
the force of his anger was enough to keep her wary and 
doing as he said. 

They were indeed in a garage, she found when she 
climbed down awkwardly. A small one with a door 
midway along a side wall. The other woman went to 
that door and unlocked it. 

“Go on,” Steven ordered again, nodding to the en- 
trance into the house. 

Once more Maddie did as she was told— there was 
nothing else she could do in the cramped space with 
Madeline Van Waltonscot’s brother looming within 
inches of her and the garage sealing her in. She had to 
sidestep around the corner of the van to the door 
where she climbed two simple wooden steps into a very 
modest home. 

Directly across the small combination living room- 
dining room that she entered was another door. 

“Downstairs,” Steven barked to Maddie as the 
other woman opened that door, too, revealing the 
stairs to a basement. 

Maddie didn’t budge, knowing her chances of es- 
caping from where she was were better than they 
would be if she needed to get out of a basement. She 
turned to Madeline Van Waltonscot’s brother, hoping 
desperately that he’d been disowned by his family and 
rejected by everyone else for some reason that 
wouldn’t strike out at her and become painfully clear 
when she disobeyed him. 

“I know you’re going to find this hard to believe— 
impossible, maybe,” she said as calmly as she could. 
“But I’m glad to meet . . . meet up with you. I’m not 
exactly sure what’s gone on in the past, with Harry 
Denton or before— the accident blanked out my 
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“Please, can’t we just sit down and talk? Whatever 
I’ve done in the past, I’m not the same person I was 
then.” Although she had no intention of blurting out 
the details. Instead she tried to explain what had hap- 
pened since awakening as Madeline Van Waltonscot. 
“When I began to realize something awful was being 
done at my request, I even hired another private in- 
vestigator to find out who was doing it, and to whom 
and why, so I could stop it all and make up for it.” 

Steven let out a mirthless chuckle and shook his 
head in denial. “I hoped that accident might have 
some positive effect on you. Make you more human. 
But then Denton started up again, ruining us, and I 
knew you were just as rotten as before. Just as bad as 
that oldman.” 

“What old man? Harry Denton? I don’t know what 
you’re talking about. But Denton’s starting up again 
when I came out of the coma was his doing from the 
orders before the accident. I honestly didn’t know 
what was going on until he began to send me anony- 
mous notes about it. Then I had to figure out who he 
was and find him before I could stop him. But I’ve 
done that as of Friday. Nothing else will happen to ei- 
ther of you from here on.” 

“Yeah, right.” 

“Please,” she repeated. “I really have been look- 
ing for you. I found your high-school graduation pic- 
ture so the investigator and I figured you might be who 
Denton was harassing, the person who had left those 
messages on the answering machine. But all we could 
find when we tried tracking you down was your birth 
certificate and that didn’t lead us anywhere? ’ 

“Seems to me Harry Denton would have been 
happy to share my address with you.” 
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this room. I built it for her myself. But she may never 
get back to it. And all because of you.” 

Maddie felt cold and clammy. What had the heiress 
done that a child might not return from a hospital to 
this room? “I don’t know who Becky is,” she said 
very softly, suddenly more afraid of what Madeline 
Van Waltonscot might have done than of anything 
else. 

“Our daughter, that’s who she is! ” he shouted as if 
he thought she’d just forgotten the child’s name be- 
cause it hadn’t been important enough for her to re- 
member. “Your niece. Your eight-year-old niece. The 
little girl who’s going to die because of you,” he fin- 
ished through bared teeth. 

“Please, pretend I’m a perfect stranger and explain 
what you’re talking about. Honestly, I don’t know 
anything about this.” 

“Becky has aplastic anemia,” the woman ex- 
plained. “It’s a blood disorder. Her bone marrow 
doesn’t make blood cells.” 

“And you’re the only damn person we’ve been able 
to find with a blood chemistry that matches hers. The 
only damn person who can donate bone marrow and 
save her life.” 

Maddie’s knees felt weak as that news and the log- 
ical assumption that the heiress had refused to give 
that particular donation settled in on her. “Tell me I 
was going to do it. That the accident just interfered,” 
she said, knowing even as she did that it couldn’t be 
true, remembering Logan saying that Madeline Van 
Waltonscot had wanted a private investigator to dis- 
courage these people from bothering her. 

“The only thing the accident interfered with was 
Harry Denton’s troublemaking,” Steven spat out. 
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to save our baby. But then Harry Denton started in 
again and—” He shook his head as if trying to shake 
off some of the rage before it exploded. “I don’t know 
what I thought I’d accomplish by bringing you here 
tonight. But when I read in the newspaper about that 
fancy party, I knew you’d go. That you’d be out hav- 
ing a good time while Becky lies in a hospital bed. I 
just had to do something. I had to get you here, to see 
that we’re people. We have a real life. Becky has toys 
and dolls and stuffed animals she loves. She has a right 
to live. To come back here to this room, to her things. 
To us...” 

Steven’s voice dwindled off on a pleading note as 
tears ran down his cheeks. 

That was when Maddie realized there were tears 
running down her face, too. “It’s okay. It’s all okay 
now,” she said in a near whisper. “You’ll never know 
just how completely your prayers were answered.” 

And so were hers, for at that moment, on silent feet, 
Logan appeared in the doorway behind Steven. 

Maddie thought she was seeing things, but in the 
blink of an eye he lunged at Madeline Van Walton- 
scot’s brother, grabbing him in a headlock and hold- 
ing a gun to his temple as Maddie and Steven’s wife 
both shouted, “No!” 

The shower Maddie took back at Logan’s apart- 
ment when they finally got there at three in the morn- 
ing was long and hot, as if she could wash away what 
she’d learned about the real Madeline Van Walton- 
scot. It was bad enough that the heiress had been rude 
and supercilious, that she’d been a demanding, self- 
ish employer, a petty, mean-spirited excuse for a per- 
son. But that she’d also done all she had to her own 
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“I might have just been in the restroom.” 

‘‘That was the first place I checked— the one down 
that service hall.” 

“You went into the ladies’ bathroom yourself?” 

“Barged right in, shouting my head off for you. 
When you weren’t there I hit the kitchen and found 
one of the cops who was supposed to be working se- 
curity for the ball. The delivery door for the kitchen 
was open, and just as I was asking if anyone had seen 
you, the van screeched past. I knew. I just knew you 
were in it.” 

“With hunches like these you should be a gam- 
bler.” 

“Cops learn to trust their instincts. Anyway, we ran 
out into the alley, ran after the van as far as we could, 
far enough for me to get the license number at least. 
Then we called in, reported your suspected kidnap- 
ping and the plate number so every patrol car would 
be on the lookout.” 

“I didn’t hear any sirens. No one must have spot- 


ted us.” 

“It was the license number that paid off. Luckily the 
van belonged to Steven — Wyatt is the last name he s 
using. When w’c got the home address from the regis- 
tration, we headed there. I found a rear window open 
and used it. Good thing you were inside or I’d have 
had big explanations to make for that one.” 

In spite of his attempt to end on a lighter note. 
Maddic knew that he was still as shaken as she was 
because his arm was tight around her now. holding her 

Pr ° , Good'work, Former Officer Stamm*!." rhe 
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“My version? You mean rattling around that mu- 
seum of a house, confusing the staff because I want to 
make my own coffee and having them drive me nuts by 
always being around? Or maybe the version where I 
butt into board meetings and ruin the plans of the 
powers that be of Scottie’s Food Marts? Or the ver- 
sion where I bluff my way— badly— through the hei- 
ress’s personal relationships? I think I’d rather 
abdicate the throne and live a simple life of my own.” 

“Full of blue jeans and hot dogs?” 

“Right.” 

He didn’t say anything for a moment, and Maddie 
had the feeling that he was debating with himself. 

Then he took a deep breath and sighed it out. “No- 
body wants to encourage you to do that more than 
me,” he admitted. 

“I hear a but coming.” 

“But whether you like it or not, you arc Madeline 
Van Waltonscot now. The sad truth is that there isn’t 
a Maggie Morgan anymore. There’s also no way of 
knowing if the grand design involves more than sav- 
ing Becky Wyatt. Perhaps there are other things you 
can fix or defend or keep on the up-and-up, or change 
the course of— like not letting the powers that be at 
Scottie’s Food Marts get away with giving the shaft to 
a whole slew of employees.” 

“So abdicating the throne is out?” she said as if 
he’d dashed her hopes when in fact she knew he was 
right. She couldn’t turn her back on the responsibili- 
ties that had come with this second chance to be alive. 

But that didn’t mean she liked it or was comfort- 
able with it or knew exactly how she was going to fit 
into the big picture that was Madeline Van Walton- 
scot’s life. 
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Again some time passed before he answered her. 
“I’ve been lying here thinking about what kind of fu- 
ture we might have together. Wondering how I’d han- 
dle the role the people around you keep seeing me in. 
I can’t tell you it doesn’t bother me, because it does. 
But it occurred to me that no matter what the world 
thinks, nothing is as bad as not having you in my life 
would be, so I decided I’d just deal with it.” 

But it wouldn’t be easy for him. He was a proud 
man and to be treated the way he had been by the 
lawyer, the accountant, the people at the ball tonight, 
would be very hard to accept over the long haul. And 
they both knew it. 

Plus, the fact that he proposed with so much reser- 
vation gave Maddie serious pause. 

“How would you feel if I was just plain Maggie 
Morgan?” she asked, testing the waters. 

“A lot better,” he answered with a laugh. “Then no 
one would be calling me your gigolo.” 

But the bottom line was that she wasn’t just plain 
Maggie Morgan. 

Nor would she ever be again. 

He tipped her chin up with a gentle push of one 
knuckle and lowered his mouth to hers in a kiss so 
sweet, so tender it broke her heart. 

Or maybe that proposal had. 

But there in his arms, at that moment, she didn’t 
want to think the things that were creeping into her 
mind, she didn’t want to have the doubts or ±e res- 
ervations that were suddenly her own. She -1:2: r: 
escape them all, and the best way to do that was m gr-e 
hersclf up to that kiss as it d serened and drew ~sr~ 
together, cocooning them ag ains t the wertc. igsmrc 
anything outside of the two of them. 




Chapter Ten 


There was a moment when Maddie woke up from the 
anesthetic the next day, following the ninety-minute 
operation that harvested marrow from her hip bones, 
that she thought she might look under the sheets that 
covered her and find she’d been returned to her own 
body. After all, if it could happen once that she 
opened groggy eyes in a sterile hospital room to find 
a huge switch had been made while she was uncon- 
scious, why couldn’t it happen again? 

But this time wishing didn’t make it so. 

Pecking, she found what she’d found that other 
time— perky breasts, flat stomach, narrow hips, long 
legs. 

She was still Madeline Van Waltonscot. 

Which meant she had to go through with what she’d 
decided before going to sleep the night before. 

"Checking to sec if all the parts are still there?” 

It was Logan’s voice that came to her from a chair 
in the corner of her private hospital room, and as 
much as the deep rich bass lifted her heart, it caused a 
crash landing a split second later when she reminded 
herself of what she had to do. 
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“Ah, Maddie. . He grimaced. “I know my pro- 
osal probably seemed halfhearted to you last night, 
’m sorry for that. But it’ll be okay. I’ve had a lot of 
ime to think today while you’ve slept, and I really do 
now without a doubt that nothing else matters as 
riuch as having you in my life.” 

“Except that I wouldn’t only be in your life, you’d 
lave to be in mine, too. In Madeline Van Walton- 
cot’s.” 

“I’ll deal with it.” 

But it was too late for her to feel confident about 
hat when she’d already seen his doubts so clearly. 

“Marriage is a tough proposition,” she said, hear- 
ng the thickness in her own voice and finding the 
jattle with fatigue more difficult to fight. “This bi- 
:arre situation is hard to fathom, harder still to get 
ased to, to deal with. Marrying into it . . . Well, I just 
hink that that’s double jeopardy. And when it isn’t 
;omething you can do freely and without the slightest 
qualm ...” 

“I wouldn’t be human if I hadn’t had the slightest 
qualm.” 

“I know.” She swallowed and tried to wet her ±7 
lips with her tongue. “But don’t you see. there's 
enough for me to deal with without ycur ret hertz 
completely committed.” 

That made him mad. “Who sure 7rr rrr ~ — - 
plctely committed? Do you think I rrtr-rrer — rr 
a lark?” 

“Maybe that wasn’t 2 gzee rherrr :f — • — ~ 

“Maybe we shouldr’t he ~~ — 7 zrrrr rrr ~ tut 
you’re still half out cf rr" 

“I’m not half out cf it. fuzz ruth tret hut ter. 
made this dccisioc refute ±e rrs r 
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the brunt of ugly whispers. That matters to you, and 
I just don’t believe that was wiped out because you 
thought a little more about it. Or that it won’t matter 
again the next time it happens.” 

He stood and stared down at her— glared down at 
her, actually. “There’s nothing I can do or say except 
what I have. I love you. I’m willing to deal with the 
down side of being married to you so I can have the up 
side— you.” 

“But don’t you see? There shouldn’t be a down 
side.” 

“Maddie...” 

Terrible, terrible weariness washed over her. “Our 
being together just wasn’t part of the grand design,” 
she said softly, closing her eyes against the hot tears 
that suddenly stung them. “If it had been, it wouldn’t 
come at the expense of your pride. It wouldn’t be 
something that came with so much to overlook in or- 
der for it to happen.” 

“You’re wrong. You’re so damn wrong,” he said 
too loudly for a hospital. 

“I’m not wrong,” she whispered, sure that she 
wasn’t, regardless of how much it hurt. 

“You know, if you weren’t lying in that bed, sick, 
I’d shake some damn sense into you.” 

“It wouldn’t change anything,” she insisted stub- 
bornly, opening her eyes again. “You’re nobody’s boy 
toy and you shouldn’t have to be treated like you are. 
And when you get married—” Her voice cracked at 
the thought that when he did, it wouldn’t be to her, but 
she forced herself past it. “And when you get mar- 
ricd, you should be able to do it without any reserva- 
tions.” 
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“It’s okay,” she answered the other woman’s ex- 
pression. “I’ll just take it slowly.” 

“Shall I help you?” 

“No, thanks. It’s not that bad.” 

It wasn’t that good, either. But Maddie finally made 
it about ten minutes later, finding Steven standing 
stiffly in the foyer waiting for her. 

He grimaced as if he were feeling the pain as he 
watched her descend the last few steps, and rather than 
greeting him, Maddie ended up assuring him, too, that 
it was no big deal. 

“Come on, let’s sit in the living room,” she sug- 
gested, leading the way and easing herself onto one of 
the stuffy couches just before glancing back at him 
and catching his disbelieving look at what she was 
wearing. 

Not the elaborate peignoir set he expected, she 
thought. Instead she had on a plain navy-blue sweat- 
suit that had been an anonymous gift the day she was 
set to leave the hospital. 

She had no doubt it was from Logan, and some- 
how every time she put it on it not only aided her 
physical comfort but made her feel connected to him — 
a double-edged sword that both hurt and helped the 
much bigger emotional wound she’d been trying to 
cure since sending him away after the surgery. 

“How’s Becky?” she asked when Steven had re- 
jected her offer of something to eat or drink and sat on 
a Queen Anne chair across from her. 

“She’s doing really well. Her white-blood-cell count 
is better every day, which means she’s recovering. 
Thanks to you,” he added a bit gruffly, obviously 
feeling awkward. 
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“You don’t even have a faint hint of a memory 
about the beatings?” 

“Beatings?” she repeated with quiet horror. “No, 

I don’t remember anything about that.” 

“Do you remember the old man at all?” 

She remembered Steven making a comment about 
an old man the night he’d kidnapped her. She’d 
thought he might be referring to Harry Denton. Now 
she realized he must mean his father. “I’ve seen pic- 
tures around here of both Mom and Dad, but no, I 
don’t have any more memory of them than I do of 
you.” 

“ Mom and Dad? We never called them that. It was 
always Mother and Father. ” 

“Whoops. Told you I don’t remember much.” 
Something about that made Steven chuckle slightly. 
“It’s probably a blessing that you don’t remember 
dear old dad, anyway, the bastard.” 

“He was the abuser?” 

“Abuser seems like such a mild word for what he 
was. Ritual torture, that’s what he dished out. For 
sport. He’d walk into the room, put on those leather 
driving gloves to protect his hands, and then talk 
about what he was going to do before he even did it. 
He liked to watch the fear mount. He also liked to lay 
out his trumped-up reasons for the beating. He was 
always making a man out of me or teaching me a les- 
son.” Steven paused a moment. “You really don’t re- 
member?” 

She shook her head. “None of it.” 

“Well, he didn’t beat you— at least he didn’t while 
I was living here, I don’t know about after I left. But 
I doubt it. He used to say the two of you were like peas 
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as it looks in the movies. Although it s probably a 
good thing because if I’d have gotten in there I might 
have lulled him.” 

“So what did you do?” 

“I called the cops.” 

“No one had done that before? There’s always 
someone around here— ” 

* ‘Not then there wasn’t. He planned the oeatings. 
He’d send all the staff away for the night— actually 
that was part of the ritual. He’d announce over din- 
ner that as soon as the meal was cleared everyone was 
getting an impromptu evening off, and then we’d 
know what was coming. And as for any neighbors 
hearing, the house sits too far away from every- 
thing” 

“What about bruises or broken bones? Didn’t any- 
one end up needing medical attention after abuse like 
that?” 

“Sure. Most of the time. He just called his private 
physician and paid him enough not to report any- 
thing.” 

“And he didn’t like that you called in the police the 
night of your graduation.” 

“No, he didn’t. Not that my calling the cops helped 
in the way I’d always fantasized it would, though. He 
bribed the police so no charges were filed. He just 
bought himself out of it. But I’d embarrassed him. 
Word leaked to his social circle, there was talk.” 

“And that was why he disowned you,” Maddie 
guessed. 

“Disowned, disinherited and banned me from hav- 
ing any contact with you or Mother ever again.’ ’ 

“But Mother saw you, anyway, on the sly, and gave 
you money.” 6 
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He was staring at her again, his brow furrowed. “I 
don’t know. I guess we could try. I really don’t know 
what to make of you now.” 

“That’s okay. I don’t quite know what to make of 
me, either.” Then she changed the subject again. “You 
know, part of the inheritance includes this house. And 
it’s so huge, if you wanted to bring your family 
here-” 

He laughed ironically at that. Then he glanced 
around the place and apologized. “I know this is your 
home and that was classless of me, but the idea of 
Barb and Becky and me in this mausoleum— I’m 
sorry, I shouldn’t have said that, either.” 

“It’s all right,” Maddie assured him with a smile of 
her own. It was good to know she wasn’t the only one 
who thought of the house that way. “I just want to be 
sure you know that you really are entitled to half of 
everything. And I hope it helps make up for all the 
ugliness with Harry Denton and not doing what 
should have been done for Becky before.” 

"Becky’s on the mend, so that’s all that matters. 
And as for the rest, yeah, making me a wealthy man 
makes up pretty well for costing Barb her reception- 
ist’s job and me my real-estate license. I don’t think I’ll 
have to go back to laying carpet the way I’d planned.” 

“But you’re sure you don’t want to live here?” 

He looked around again, spotted Bernice peeking at 
them and grinned to himself. “I could never go back 
to living like this. No watching football in my under- 
wear. No hearing Becky make a ruckus in her room. 
No smelling Barb’s brownies baking. No thanks. We’ll 
probably get a new house, bigger than what we have, 
and we’ll definitely buy new cars, probably take Becky 
to Disneyland when she’s ready. But on the whole, we 
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should have been done for Becky before.” 
i “Becky’s on the mend, so that’s all that matters. 

;! And as for the rest, yeah, making me a wealthy man 
makes up pretty well for costing Barb her reception- 
j ist’s job and me my real-estate license. I don’t think I’ll 

have to go back to laying carpet the way I’d planned.” 
,4 “But you’re sure you don’t want to live here?” 
i hie looked around again, spotted Bemioe peeking at 
$ them and grinned to himself. “I could never go back 
)•;■( to living like this. No watching football in my under- 

i wear. No hearing Becky make a ruckus in her room, 

t?; smelling. Barb’s brownies baking. No thanks. We’ll 
; pr ° bab Jy S et a new house, bigger than what we have, 
$ 11 ? efmitel y bu y n ew cars, probably take Eecky 

. o Disneyland when she’s ready. But on the whole, we 
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‘Tm sorry if that was out of line. It just seemed like 
there was something personal between the two of 
you.” 

“You weren’t out of line, you were right. There was 
something personal between us. It s just that there 
isn’t anymore.” And admitting that out loud nearly 
did her in. 

Once again Steven glanced around and shook his 
head. “Must get lonely here,” he said, and this tune 
it was Steven who seemed to be talking more to him- 
self than to her. She also had the sense that he wasn’t 
referring only to the house, but to her life and how 
different it was from his. 

Or maybe that was just how she saw it. How she had 
seen it since Logan had made that same observation. 

Then Steven seemed to shake off whatever it was 
that had been going through his mind, promised to call 
her and left. 

And to Maddie the sound of the front door closing 
after him echoed even more than usual. 

She envied Madeline Van Waltonscot’s brother. He 
was going back to his family, to people who loved him, 
to a normal life. Oh, what she wouldn’t give to be in 
his shoes, to be with Logan. 

A huge wave of that loneliness he’d pinpointed 
washed over her, and she sank down onto one of the 
two chairs that stood like sentries on either side of the 
front door, looking around the foyer, up the stairs, at 

the chandelier, into the rooms she could see from 
there. 

It had been so easy for Steven to say no to this place, 
lo accept his portion of the Van Waltonscot estate on 

his own terms. He hadn’t even seemed to consider al- 
lowing it to alter We - 
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And that was when Logan’s words from the last 
night they’d been together came back to her. 

She could live her own version of Madeline Van 
Waltonscot’s life, he’d said. 

And suddenly she asked herself why she couldn’t do 
just that. Steven was. And if Steven could reject liv- 
ing here in favor of what it was he wanted for himself, 
why couldn't she? 

Light dawned inside of her. She sat up straighter 
and considered her future from a new perspective. 

She wasn’t imprisoned in Madeline Van Walton- 
scot’s life, only in her body. Sure, there might be re- 
sponsibilities attached to that body, but just as Steven 
was accepting responsibilities along with his share of 
the inheritance, without altering the way he lived, her 
portion of those responsibilities didn’t have to be met 
in the way they’d always been met before, either. 

Couldn’t she do what she felt to be her part in be- 
ing a watchdog over Scottie’s Food Marts without 
living the pampered, overly formal Van Waltonscot 
life-style? 

Couldn’t she continue to make whatever charitable 
donations the heiress made without attending snooty 
balls where other heiresses treated Logan like a toy 
that could be passed around? 

Wasn’t she free to change whatever she wanted, just 
the same as she’d changed the refusal to be the bone- 
marrow donor and the exclusion of Steven from the 
will? 

Of course she was. 

She didn’t need to pretend to be the heiress. She was 
the heiress. Who she was was who Madeline Van 
Waltonscot was now. Whatever she did, however she 
behaved, however she chose to live was Madeline Van 
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I Waltonscot’s life. With the trappings and all the peo- 
j pie who had put down Logan, or without the trap- 
pings and all the people who had put down Logan. 

| And if what she chose was to lead a more down-to- 

i earth life that didn’t include the snobs who were in 
.! place in it already, wouldn’ t that also mean that Logan 
I wouldn’t be put in the position he’d been in? The po- 
| sition that had caused him to have reservations ahem 


a future with her? 
It did. 


■ And did, there wasn’t any reason she couic see 
i that she and Logan couldn’t be together. 

, j Unless, of course, his reservations hadn’t teen cniv 

• about the role of gigolo that those people had cast him 

r in. 


. What if his qualms had been abc-ur q 
m general? Or about her? ~ 

But her own moment of doubt was 
T *■**»»*. t. * v - 


x cgzins. ■ 


u HiumcnL or ooufct was gening 

Logan was not the £md of man tn nrccs anis? 
honestly wanted her to be his wis. Anm-rr- ~ ~ 

was the kind of man to saw ™ ~ 

when really something else did. ^ ^ ^ 

A°d as for his havinn rsew-’-rrr -* 
sonally? = ra ^ 72acES accur her per- 

That was sfflv. She b-^r w 
»nly Madeline V 2 . 1 Slf. C 




And S fe f wasen * 

side. ^ 4209 fcve: her fc r that k 

She knew one other thf-n- - 
She knew she !ny~r != L aS slI e sc in mac 

without him. 

Whoever car 
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you in on the last piece of the Van Waltonscot puz- 
zle.” 

"You should be home resting.” 

“This couldn’t wait. Steven came to see me a while 
ago,” she began as if that was the only reason she’d 
come, going on to explain what had happened to cause 
the heiress’s brother to be disowned. 

"Very interesting,” Logan said disinterestedly when 
she’d finished. "So why are you really here?” 

“Well,” she answered matter-of-factly, "after 
Steven left I got to thinking about him and what his 
portion of the Van Waltonscot fortune was and wasn’t 
going to change for him, and about your idea that I 
could have my own version of Madeline Van Walton- 
scot’s life, and I realized that I can put my two cents’ 
worth in on the business to keep it fair and honest, I 
can donate to charities, but I don’t have to do any of 
it from that museum of a house or all dressed up every 
minute, or among a bunch of snobby, rude people 
who can’t recognize true love when they see it.’ ’ 

“True love.” 

"It is true love, isn’t it? You weren’t just leading me 
on because you have a thing for people who’ve come 
back from the brink of death into a body they weren’t 
bom with the first time around, were you?” 

“Well, it might have started out that way,” he 
i deadpanned. “But it turned into true love later on.” 

| ‘‘Good, because I was thinking that if we didn’t 
' ^ an E around with those snooty people who thought 
• you were my boy toy, that maybe you wouldn’t have 
] an y reservations about marrying me and then I 
d wouldn’t have any reservations about your reserva- 
lj hons and—” 

‘And we could get married.” 
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come back as someone else and we’d have to figure out 
why and this whole thing would start over again.” 

“And it might not be in a designer body the next 
time.” 

He gave her the once-ovcr and laughed. “Not that 
anyone can tell that it’s a designer body in that sweat 
suit.” 

“Thanks for it, anyway.” 

“You knew it was from me?” 

“Who else cares enough?” 

His smile this time was soft. “I do love you, you 
know?” he said much more seriously. 

“Good, because I love you, too. And there’s noth- 
ing I want to be more than your wife.” 

“Which is part of the grand design.” 

“So.” 

He kissed her again, longer, deeper, in a way that 
sealed their commitment to each other. 

Then he started the Jeep’s engine. "Now let’s get 
you home.” 

“Your home?” 

“Do you think I’m going to take you where a bunch 
of other people can butt in and keep me from taking 
care of you myself?” 

“I hope not,” she said, laying her head on his bro-j 
shoulder as he pulled away from the curb. ^ 

This really was part of the grand design, S 
thought as she closed her eyes and breathy, n- 
scent of his after-shave, and finally, truly, ^ 

Yes, she might have been sent into M* 
Waltonscot’s body to save Becky W . ^ 
might have been sent to help tbc pco j* ^ 

Scottie’s Food Marts. Yes, she w*m -- 
to give Steven what he rightfully 
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